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THE THREE-CORNERED HAT 


I. 

CONCEIINING WHEN THE AFPAIB HAPPENED. 

The present century, now in its oLl age, was in its infancy 
at the time our story commences. The precise year is 
unknown ; all that is certoin is that it was after the year 
1804, and hefore the year 1808.^ 

Don Carlos IV. of Bouihon, was still reigning in Spain— 
“1)y the grace of God,” according to Spanish coins, hut hy 
an oversight or special grace of Bonaparte, according to 
French hidletins. The remaining European so\'ereigns, 
desetmded from Louis XIV. of France, had alreacly lost tlioii 
crowns (and the chief of them his head) in the violent 
storm that had been raging over the old world since 1789* 
The unique joosition of Spain (^id not end hero. The 
soldier of the Kevolution, the son of an ojoscure Corsicail 
advocate, the victor of llivoli, of tlte Pj'ramids, of Marengo, 
and a hundred other battles, had just at?sumcd the crown of 
Charlemagne, after having ^omidetcly transformed tlio 
continent of Europe creating Mid suppressing nations, 
effacing frontiers, originating (^ynastieJ^, and changing tlio 
forms, i;amos, situation, customs and‘even the stylo of dress 
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of tho countries tlirough wliich lie passed on liis war-horse 
like an aniniuted earthquake, or, as the Northern Powers 
called him, the Antichrist. Nevertheless, our fathers (God 
keep them in Ilis Holy Glory !), far from hating or fearing 
him, took delight in reading and musing over his remarkalile 
deeds, just as if he were the hero of a hook of chivalry or were, 
performing feats in another plamlt; and never susi>ected that he 
might one day come in their direction to attempt similar 
atrocities to those he had perpetrated in France, Genuany, 
Italy, and other countries. 

Once a week,*or twice at the outside, the post from ^Madrid 
arrived at most of the iirincipal totvns of the I’eninsula, 
hiinging a stray copy of the ” (which, hy the way, 

was not puhlishcd daily); .and hy its means, the chief 
inhahitants were ahle to ascertain (assuming that tho 
Gazette rderred to the particular event) whether there tvas 
a state more or less on the other si<Ie of the J’yrenees, whether 
a hatthi Iiad just hcen fought, wherein six or eight Kings .and 
Emperoi’s figured, or whether Napoleon was ,at iMilan, Brussels 
or W.arsaw. For the rest, our aneestors were lii ing on in 
the old Spanish feshion, desperately slow, firmly attached to 
their musty customs, in peace and in the grace of God, witli 
tluur Incjidytion and their friars, their picturesque inequality 
hefove, tho law, their privileges, charters and jiersonal exemp- 
ti(uis, and their lack of .ail Jihmty, municipal or political; 
governed simultaneously hy worthy Bisliops and powerful 
(,’orregidor (wdiosc resi,ective jiuisdietions were not very 
i;asy to deliiie, for one and iill iiit( rliued in temporal as well 
iis eternal matters), and pmyiiig tithes, first fruits, excise duties, 
BUhsidics, alms', forced loiiiis, rents, dues, capitations, roja 
thirds, salt and j)oll taxes, scot and lot, iiml fifty other tributes, 
the nom''Uf'lature of which is of no jiarticular moment. 

And here is an euU of all that! our pireseut history has to do 
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with the military and political affairs of this particular ej)Och; 
f(jr our only object in recalling what was then happening in 
the world is in order to dwell upon tl!e fact that in the year of 
Avhich we arc speaking (let us suppose it to he 1805) the 
itncien rcyinie still flourished in Spain in all ranks of puhlic 
and private life, as if in the, midst of so many innovations 
and subversions, the Pyrenees had been converted into another 
( Jreat AVall of China. 


II. 

HOW I’Eol’LE mVEU THEN. 

In Audaluciil, for instance (for what you are about to hear 
iunipcneil in a town of that provinc(i) i)ersou8 of condition 
continued to rise very early; hearing matins at the Cathedral, 
even if it was not “ I)ia de prccepto”; breakfasting at nine 
o’clock on a fried egg and a cup of chocolate with slips of 
blast; dining between one and two o’clock off two courses, 
if there was game, and if not, off one oirly ; taking a siesta 
after eating, and then walking in the country; going at 
evensong between the lights to their respective parish 
churche.s, drinking another cup of chocolate at evening prayers 
(this time with biscuits), and the most aristocratic attending 
the evening reception of the Corregidor, the Dean or some 
other dignitary, residing in the town; retiring home at 
curfew time ; closing the inner dooy before the ringing of the 
; supping on salad and stew, if fresh anchovdes were 
not in, and immediately afterwards* going to bed with their 
wives, not without lii-st having the bed fl^ell warmed during at 
least nine months of the year. 

Ilajipy time that, when our country remained in quiet and 
peaceful possession of all the cobwebs,*the dust, the moths, 
the ceremonies, the beliefs, the traditions, the uses and 
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abuses sanctified by centuries ! Most happy time that 
when there existed in human ISbcietj^ variety of classes, 
prejudices, and customi'. Mosf happy time that, I say, 
especially for the poets, who found in eveiy comer a legend, 
a tale, a comedy, a drama, a novel, a farce, an interlude, a 
sacred allegory, or an epic instead of this prosaic uniformity 
and stem realism which the great French Kovolution has 
bwiucathed to us. 

Most happy time if — But we have already had enough 
of generalities (jnd circumlocutions, so let us boldly enter 
upon the history of the Three-cornered Hat. 


III. 

“no UT mss.” 

At the time when this history commences, there was in the 

iieighhourhood of the city of-a magnificent flour mill 

(which exists no longer), situated about a quarter of a league 
from the town, in a delicious spot between a hill covered 
with cherry trees and a fertile orchard, that served as the 
bank (and sometimes the bid) of a treacherous and inter¬ 
mittent river. 

For various and divers reasons th's mill had been for some 
lime the favourite resort of the most distinguished idlers of 
the aforesaid city. In tlie first place a carriage road, some¬ 
what lc.ss impassable than others in the vicinity, led to it. 
Secondly, there W'as a paved space in front of the mill, 
canopied over by ah enormous vine, beneath wdiich the air 
could be comfortably enjoyed in summer and the sun in 
Avinter, thaicks to the altbrnate sprouting and falling of tly* 
leaves. Thirdly, thtf miller Avawahvays very respectfid, very 
discreet, and very smart, and possessed, moreover, what are 
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"DO OT. DBS.” 

called winning manners; obseqniously waiting upon the 
grciit gentlemen who honoured hiiji with an evening visit, 
oifering them whatever the season produced; now green 
heans, now ripe cherries, now fresh lettuces without season¬ 
ing, and very good when accompanied by cakes; now 
melons, now grapes off the '^ery vino which served them as a 
canopy; now ro^-efas of maize, if it was winter, and roasted 
chestnuts, almonds, and nuts, an<l from lime to -time, on very 
cold afternoons, a duiught of wine (within the house and 
close to the tire), to which at Easter was aflded a fritter or 
butter-cake, or a slice of ham. 

“ So the miller was rich, or, if not, his visitors were very 
inconsiderate,” my readers will say. 

Neither the one nor the other. The miller owned only 
a small piece of land, and these gentlemen were delicacy and 
}»rido j)ersonified. But at a time when fifty and more 
dilforout taxes w'ero paid to the Church and the State, a 
rustic so well informed as the one in question, risked little 
by having gained the goodwill of magistrates, canons, friars, 
notaries, and othwr gi-eat personages. And there were not 
lacking envious persons who said that Uncle Lucas (for so 
the miller was called) saved a good round sum yearly through 
w'elcoming these people to his house and regaling them 
with whatever he possesseih 

" Your honour will, I’m sure, give me an old door of the 
house you have just pulled dow'«,” he Would say to oni\ 
"Your lordship” (he would say to atyether) "wdll, I know, 
grant a rebate on the subsidy, the marljet tax, or the rates.” 
“ Your reverence, will let m^ pick a few mulberry leaves 
from the convent orchard for my silk wmnns.” “ Your 
•vorship will grant me permission to bring away .f few faggots 
from the hill.” “Your patft-nity wil^ give me, 1 hope, a card 
permitting me to cut a little timber in the pine grove.” 
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“This year 1 cannot pay the poll-tax.” “I hope that the 
lawsuit may bo decided^in my favour,” “To day I have 
given a fellow a few cuffs, and I think he ought to be sent 
to prison for provoking me to it.” “Can you lend me your 
mule? Has your honour more than you need of this 
thing? Have you any use for that? Shall you require 
your cart to-morrow? It could be sent on by the donkey.” 

And these solicitations were repeated every hour, meeting 
always with the generous reply, “Certainly,” or, “As you 
like.” So you ^ee Uncle Lucas was not on the road to 
ruin. 


IV. 


A AVOMAN SEES FROM WITHOUT, 

The last, and possibly the most poAverful reason that the 
great personages of the city had for frequenting the mill of 
an afternoon Avas that the clergy and the laity, from the Lord 
Bishop and his honour the Corregidon doAvinvards (for 
neither disdained to visit the place) were able to contemplate 
at their eas(j one of the most beautiful, most graceful, and 
most admirable works that liad ever proceeded from the 
hands of the Almighty. This AA'ork Avas the Sena Frasquita. 

I will begin by explaining that Frasquita, the legitimate 
wife of Uncle Lucas, was a good woman, and that all the 
illustrious visitors of Jhe mill kncAV her to be so. I can say 
more; not one of thc^gave indications of regarding her with 
concupiscent eyes, or with siiiful intention. They admired 
her, certainly, and occasionally paid her gallant attentions 
(before her'husband, of course), the clergy as Avell as the 
gentry, the canons as’AA’ell as the?magistrates; regarding her 
as a prodigy of beauty that honoured its Maker, and as a very 
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dovil for fun and coquetry, capable of making nu rry the most 
melancholy hearts. 

“ She is a beautiful creature,” was the usual expression of 
the most virtuous prolate. “ She is an antique Greek statue,” 
observed a very learned Advocate, a correspondent of the 
Academy of History. “ Slfe is the true counterpart of Eve,” 
broke out the Prior of the Franciscans. “ She is a royal 
girl,” exclaimed the Colonel of militia. “She is a serpent, 
a siren, a demon,” added the Corregidor, “ But she is a good 
women, an angel, a very child in innocence,” were the words 
they all wound up with on returning from the mill, filled 
witli grajH's .and nuts, to their own dull and gloomy 
hearths. 

This child in innocence, th.at is to say, Frasquita, was just 
upon thirty. She was upwards of five Spanish feet in height, 
and stout in proportion, or perh<aps stouter than corresponded 
to her height. She seemed a colossal Niobe, who had not borne 
children; a sort of female Hercules; a Roman matron like 
many still to bo seen in the Tr.astevere. But what was most 
remarkable in lay was the mobility, the lightne.ss, the anima¬ 
tion, the grace of her massiveness. For a statue, according 
to the comparison of the Academician, monumental repose 
was wanting. She bent herself like a reed, turned about like 
a weathercock, danced like a top. Her face was still more 
expressive, and therefore less sculptixraL It was gracefully 
enlivened by five dimples; two o» oho cheek; a third on the 
other; the fourth, which was verj^ small, near the loft corner 
of her laughing lips, and the last, very large, in the middle 
of her rounded chin. Add^to this her roguish wiles, her 
gracious nods and winks, and the various movements of he» 
head which accompanied her conversation, and •you will form 
some idea of that face fuH of wit |ihd beauty, and redolent 
of health and joy. 
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Neither Frasquita, nor Undo Lucas, -wero Antlaluciaua; she 
was from Navarra, and he from Murcia. He had come to 
the city near which they resided at the age of fifteen, partly 
in the capacity of page, i^artly in that of servant to the 
Bishop who immediately preceded the one wo liave already 
refeiTcd to. Ife was educated by his master for the Church, 
ami with that object, and in order that he might have proper 
maintenance, the Bishop bequeathed to him the mill; but 
Lucas, AA'ho at the death of his Most Illustrious patron had 
only taken minorlorders, hung up his clerical vestments forth¬ 
with, and became a soldier, being more anxious to see the 
world and meet with adventures than to .say mass or grind 
corn. 

In 1793 he went through the campaign in the western 
Pyrenees as orderly to General Don Ventura Caro; was 
present at the .storming of Castillo Pifion, and remained a 
long time in the northern j)rovince.s, where ultimately he 
received his discharge. In Estella he made the acquaintane.e 
of the Sena Frasquita; fell in love with her, married her, 
and took her away with him to Andalucia in search of the 
mill Avhere they wero to be so peaceful and happy during 
tlie re.st of their peregrination through this valley of tears and 
laughter. 

Frasquita, transplanted from Navarra to comparative 
solitude, had not acquired any Andalucian habits, and differed 
much from the country women of the neighbourhood. She 
dressed with more simplicity, ease and elegance than they 
did; washed herself ottencr and allowed the sun and air to 
caress her bare arms and throat; she wore to a certain extent 
^the dress of the ladies of that epoch, the dress of Queen Maria 
Louise, with a very short skirt .showing her small feet and part- 
of her well turned leg ,* she wore h«r bodice cut round and low 
after the fashion at Madrid (where she and Lucas stayed tivo 
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months on their way from Navarra to Andalucia), and all her 
hair gathered at the top of the crown, which showed ofi tho 
fine turn of her head and neck; she had earrings in her 
diminutive ears, and many rings on the taper fingers of her 
hard but clean hands. In conclusion her voice possessed all 
the notes of the most extensive and melodious instruments, 
and her laugh was so joyous an<l silvei'y tliat it seemed a 
chiming of S<(hado de Gloria. 

Let us now sketch Uncle Lucas. 


V. 

A MAN SKEN FROM WITHOUT AND FROM WITHIN. 

ITnole Lucas was more ugly than Punch. lie liad been so 
all his life, and he was now about forty years old. Never¬ 
theless, God has presented few men so good natured and 
agreeable to this earth. Pleased with his vivacity, spirit and 
gentleness, tho deceased Bishop begged him of his parents 
who were pastons, not of souls, but of real sheep. After the 
death of his Most Illustrious patron, and after leaving tho 
seminary for the barracks he was picked out from all the 
other soldiers by Genei-al Caro, who made him his principal 
orderly and campaign servant. Having acquitted himself of 
his military duties, it was as easy^or Uncle Lucas to subju¬ 
gate the heart of Frasquita as it had been to acquire fhe 
goodwill and appreciation of tho Gonefal and the Bishop. The 
Navarresc, who had then seen twenty summers, and was tho 
right eye of all the young felfows of Estolla, some of whoiij 
were pretty rich, could not resist’the constant attentions, the 
witty tales, the ogliiigs ami the joyou-s smile, full of mischief 
and sweetness, of the gay Murcian. Indeed, he was so 
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bold, so loquacious, so clever, so graceful and so valiant that 
he turned the head, not only of the coveted beauty, but also 
of her father and mother. 

Lucas was short of stature, (at least in comparison with 
his wife), a trifle round shouldered, very brown, with a thin 
beard, a large nose, long cars, and was, moreover, pitted with 
the small-pox. On the other hand, his mouth was regular and 
his teeth perfect. It might be said that only the bark of 
the man was rough and ugly; that as soon as one pene¬ 
trated within, hisf perfections were apparent; and that these 
perfections commenced with his teeth; next came his voice, 
vibrating, elastic, and attractive, manly and grave at times, 
sweet and melodious whenever he begged for anything, and 
always difficult to resist. Then came Avhat the voice said ; 
everything opportune, discrete, ingenious, persuasive. And 
finally in the soul and mind of Lucas there wore valour, 
loyalty, honour, common sense, a desire for information, a kind 
of instinctive and en)pirical knowledge of many things, a 
profound contempt for fools, whatever might be their social 
rank, and a certain spirit of irony, banter and sarcasm that 
might have made him pass for a Don Francisco de Quevcdo 
in the rough., 

Such was Uncle Lucas within and without. 


, YI. 

THE TALENTS OP A MARRIET) COUPLE. 

I 

S'rasquita loved Lucas madly, and considered herself the 
happiest woman in the world in being adored by him. They 
had no children, as we already "know, and had dedicated 
themselves to care for and fondle one another; but their 
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Kulicitude and tendel'iiess did not partake the sentimental and 
cloying character which the -wheedling and coaxing of so 
many childless couples exhibit. On the contrary they -were ever 
joyful and merry, exhibiting the confidence of children who 
are playfellows, and who love each other with all their soul 
without ever saying so, op even rendering an account to 
themselves of what they feel. 

It is impossible that there has ever been a miller better 
cared for, better dressed, better fed, or surrounded with more 
home comforts than Uncle Lucas ! It is equally impossible 
that any miller’s udfe, or any Queen even, has been the object 
of so many attentions, of so much kindness and tenderness 
as Frasquita mot with ! It is also equally impossible thfit 
any mill has ever contained so many things necessary, useful, 
agreeable, recreative, and even superfluous, as the one serving 
as the theatre of most of the present story. 

What contributed very much to this was that Frasquita, 
the beautiful, active, robust and healthy Navarrese, knew 
how, and was willing, and able to cook, sow, and embroider, 
sweep, make sjveetmeats, wash, iron, whitewash, scour, 
knead, rveave, knit stockings, sing, dance, play the guitar, 
play at cards, and do many other things, the rclf^tion of which 
would bo interminable. And what contributed no less to 
the same result was that Uncle Lucas knew how and was 
willing and able to manage the mill, cultivate the garden, 
shoot, fish, do carjKjiiter’s, blacksmith’s and mason’s work, 
help his wife in all domestic affairs, read, write tell stories, 
etc. 

In addition, ho possessed some rather extraordinary qualities. 
For instance. Uncle Lucas loved flowers (as liis wife did), an|J 
was such a perfect floriculturist *that by neans of laborious 
combinations hehad succeeded in producing some new varieties. 
He was something of an engineer, and had shown his skill 
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by constructing a dam, a culvert, and an aqueduct which 
trebled the volume of water at the mill. Ho had taught a 
dog to dance, tamed a snake, and by the aid of a sundial 
on the wall had trained a parrot to announce the hour by 
ciaes, indicating the time with the greatest accuracy oven on 
dark days and during the night. . 

In conclusion, there was at the back of the mill an orchard 
whicli produced every kind of fruit and vegetable; a pond 
enclosed by a .sort of arbour of jessamine, where in .summer 
both Uncle Lucas and Frasquita bathed; a garden ; a hot¬ 
house for exotic plants; a fountain of drinkable water; a 
couple of donkeys on which the i)air went to the city or 
the neighbouring villages; a fowl-house; a dovecot; an aviary ; 
n fish-pond; a house for rearing silkworms; bee-hives, the be(‘s 
of which sucked the jessamines; a wine press, with its 
neighbouring cellar, both on a miniature scale ; an oven ; a 
loom ; a forge; a carpenter’s workshop, etc., all attached to a 
house containing eight rooms, with about a couple of acres of 
land, and rated as being worth some ten thousand reals. 


VII 

THE FOUNDATION OF FEI.ICITV. 

Yes, the miller and his wi^ loved one another distractedly, 
afld it might oven have been thought that she loved him 
better than he loved Jler, ih spite of his being so ugly and 
her so beautiful. I say this, because Frasquita used to frown 
gnd to ask for an explanation when Uncle Lucas vras late in 
returning frean the city oi^the villages where he had gone 
for grain; whilst Uncle Lucas saw with pleasure the attentions 
paid to Frasquita by the* gentlemen who frequented the mill. 
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He exulted and rejoiced when everybody found her as bewitch¬ 
ing as he did hiniself, and although he understood that in 
the bottom of their hearts some of them envied him, and 
coveted her like mere mortals, and would have given some¬ 
thing for her to have been loss good, he left her alone whole 
days without the least anxiety, and never asked her what 
she had been doing, or who had been at the house during his 
absence. 

It was not that the love of Uncle Lucas was less strong 
than that of Frasquita ; it was tlrat he had more confidence 
in her virtue tlian she had in his. Ho had the advantage of 
her in penetration and knew to what point he was loved, 
and how much his wife respected herself. Besides, Uncle 
Lucas was a thorough man; a man like one of Shakspearo’s, 
of few and strong sentiments; incapable of doubts, who 
believed or died ; who loved or slew; who admitted no 
gradation or transition between supremo felicity and the 
extermination of his hapiiiness. He was a Murcian Othello, 
in the first act of a possible tragedy. 

But why these lugubrious notes in so gay an interlude 1 
Why these flashed of lightning in so serene an atmosphei-e 1 
AVhy these tragical attitudes in a bit of genre painting ? 

You shall know the reason presently. 


VIII. 

THE MAN W’rXH THE THKEE-CAKNERED HAT. 

It was two o’clock in the Afternoon of a day in October. 
The bell of the Cathedral was ringing for vespep, which was 
et]uivsleut to saying that all the principal persons of the 
city had dined. The Canons wefe directing their steps 
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toward the choir; the laity were seeking their couches to 
enjoy their siesta, particularly the higher officials who had 
passed the morning engaged in work.i 

It was therefore very strange that at this hour, so unsuited 
for taking a walk, as it was still very hot, there left the city, 
on foot, attended by a single constable, the illustrious Senor 
Corregidor of the said city, who could not be mistaken, 
either by day or night, for any other pemon, as much on 
account of the enormous dimensions of his three-corned 
hat, and tlie beauty of his cloak of tine, scarlet cloth, as his 
peculiar, gi’otestjue mien. 

(Concerning the scarlet cloak and the three-corned hat, 
there are still many persons who can speak with a perfect 
knowledge. We, like all those born in the said city, in the 
latter years of the reign of Ferdinand VII., remember having 
seen hanging on a nail, the sole ornaments of a bare wall, 
in the ruinous tower of the house which his worship 
inhabited (a tower destined, in due course, to be the scene 
of the infantile gambols of his grandchildren) those two 
auti(xuatcd elegancies, the cloak and the hat—the black hat 
above and the red cloak below—forming) as it were, a 
spectre of Absolutism, a sort of winding sheet of the Corve- 
gidor, a kind of retrospective caricature of his pov'cr in 
charcoal and red ochre; in short, a species of scarecrow, 
which formerly had played the part of scareman, and which 
at the present day is, I am afraid, an olgect of ridicule Avhen 
pgjaded during the Carnival by a chimney sweep, or serving 
as a laughable disguise to .the idiot who makes the people 
laugh the most. Poop principle of authority ! 

With respect to the grotesiiuemiien of the Sefior Corregidor, 
fb which wo have alluded, this arose from his round shoulders—- 
much rounder than Uncle Lucas’s, almost approaching a hump, 
to speak plainly ; a statuce belorv the average; a very feeble 
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api)earance ; liad liealtli; ban dy legs, and a way of walking 
Sid generis (balancing himself from one side to the other) 
which, however absurd it may seem, can only be described 
by saying that he appeared to be lame of both feet. On the 
other hand, his face was not amiss, although rather drawn in 
through the want of both front and back teeth; an olive- 
brown complexion,like thaC of the sons of Castillegenerally; 
with large black eyes, in wliich sparkled anger, despotism, 
and siiusuality ; with delicate and lively features, devoid of 
the expression of personal valour, but indicative of active 
inaliee capable of everything ; also a certain air of satisfac- 
tiem, half aristocratic, half licentious, which showed that in 
his remote youth he had been very agi-eeablc and welcome 
to women, jiotwithstanding his legs and his hump. 

l)on Eugenio de Zuniga y Ponce de Leon (for so his 
worship was called), Avas bom in Madrid, of an illustrious 
family, and at the time we spciak of, was bordering on his 
lifty-fifth year, having been four years CoiTcgidor in the city, 
of which Avo speak, and Avhore, shortly after his arrival, ho 
married the grcait lady of Avhoin wo shall have something to 
say further on. - 

The stockings of Don Eugenio (the only pai-t of his dress 
in addition to his shoes Avhich his capacious cl<»ak permitted 
to be S(ion) Avere AAdiite, and his shoes black, with gold buckles. 
Put as soon as tlic heat of the country compelled him to 
loosen his cloak, there became visible a large cambric neck¬ 
cloth, a doA'^e-coloured serge Avaistcflat, splendidly embroider^; 
black silk knee brooches; an enornious coat of the same 
stufr as the Avaistcoat; a SAVord with ^ cut steel hilt; a cane 
Avith tassels, and a respect<yjlo pair of chamois gloves or 
gauntlets, which the Corregidor never wore, but carried in 
his hands like a sceptre. 

The constable, Avho followed big chief at a distance of 
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twenty paces, was named Garduna, wliich in Enf'lish means 
a wease], and no bettor name could have been given him. 
Lank, active, looking before and beliind, to the right and 
the left, all at the same time as he stalked along with 
outstretched neck; a small and repugnant face; and hands, 
the fingers of which seemed like the lashes of a cat-o’nine- 
tails : he presented at once, the appearance of a ferret in 
search of criminals, th^ cord that was to bind them, and the 
implement destined for their chastisement. 

The first Corregidor who cast eyes on him said, without 
making any enquiries, “Thou shalt be my alguacil,” and he 
had already held that office under four Corregidors. He was 
forty-four years old, and wore a three-cornered hat, much 
smaller than that of his chief j his cloak, stockings, and 
other articles of dress were black; he carried a cane without 
tassels, and a kind of spit as a sword. 

This black scarecrow ai»pcared to be the shadow of his 
handsome master. 


IX. 

“gee up, dobbin.” 

WhereVEU this distinguished personage and his attendant 
jiassed by, the labourers left off" work, and bowed down to 
the ground with more fear than respect; after which they 
said to one another in a low voice : 

“ It is very early in^ the afternoon for the Senor Corregidor 
to go and visit the Sei'ia Frasquita.” 

“ Early—and alone,” added ^someone who was accustomed 
\o see him always take that W'alk in company with other 
persons. 

“ I say, Manuel, why es the Senor Corregidor going alone 
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this afternoon to sec the Jfavarrese?” asked a eouiitrywoman 
of her husband, who had her seated behind him on the Lack 
of a donkey. And as she (picstionod him, she tickled liirn 
by way of a joke. 

“ Don’t think so badly of people, Josefa,” said the good 
man. “Sena Frasquita is incapable-” 

“ I don’t say the contrary. But for all that, the Corregidor 
is not incapable of falling in love witti her; I have hcar-d it 
said that of all those who go to the mill, the only one who 
has any evil motive is the Coriegidor, wlioso fondness for 
petticoats everyone knows.’’ 

“How do you know he is fond of })etticoatsl ” asked her 
husband. 

“ r don’t say it on my own account, lie would have to be 
careful, although ho is a Corregidor, how he praised my 
black eyes.” She who siwko thus was ugly in a superlative 
degree. 

“I do not think Uucle Lucas is a man, to permit such a 
thing,” said the countryman. “ He is a nasty customer when 
he is angered.” 

“But, 8Upi>o.se’he sees his advantage,” rejoined his wife, 
poutingly. 

“Uncle Lucits is an honest man,” was the reply, “and 
such things never suit an honest man.” 

“You are quite right,” said Josefa : “still, if I were the 
Sefia Frasquita-” 

“Gee up ! ” cried the husband to his donkey, to change tHfe 
•conversation. 

And the animal broke into a trot, tluis preventing the rest 
of the dialogue from being he^ftd. 
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X. 


UXDER THE VINE. 

Whilst the peasants who saluted the Corregidor wore thus 
discoursing, Frasquita was carpfully mopping the paved 
space serving as a courtyard to the mill, and placing half a 
chairs under tlffe thickest .shade of the bower, above 
whic Uncle Lucas was engaged cutting the best bunches oi 
grapes and arranging them artistically in a basket. 

“So, Frasquita,” said Uncle Lucas from the summit of the 
bower, “if the Sefior Corregidor is enamoured of you in a 
dishonourable way-” 

“I’ve told you so a long time,” replied the young woman 
from the North. “But what does it matter. Take care, 
Lucas, or you will fall!” 

“Don’t mind me; I’m fixed firmly enough. So you please 
him very much?” 

“Don’t .say anything more about it,” she exclaimed, “I 
know very well whom I please and whom I don’t pleaso. 
Would that I knew why I don’t please yo<i.” 

“ Because you are so ugly,” replied Uncle Lucas. 

“Ugly ai I am, I’m able to get on the vine and throw you 
down head first.” 

“It would be still more easy for me to keep you at the 
top of the vine.” 

» “So I and when my gallants came, they would say we were 
two monkeys.” 

“ An d they woidd^e right: you are quite a little monkey, 
and I also seem to be one, wil;h this humpback of mine.” 

“Which I very much admire.” 

“If so, you no doubt like the^ Corregidor’s better, for his 
is the larger one.” 
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“Come! oomo! Sefior Don Lucas—you appear to be 
getting jealous.” 

“Jealous of tliat hypocrite! On the contrary, I’m very 
glad that he admires you.” 

“Why?" 

“Because the sin carries it| ourn punishment.” 

“But only fancy if I did love him; there are more rare 
things in the world than that.” 

“I shouldn’t mind.” 

“Why?” 

“Because you would bo no longer yourself, and being no 
longer your own self, I should not care if the devil ran away 
with you.” 

“Well, what would you do in such a case?” 

“ Why, as I should then be another, and not who I am, I 
cannot say what I should think.” 

“And why should you be another?" 

“Because I am now a man who believes in you as in 
himself, and who only lives by that faith. Consequently, if 
I ceased to believe in you, I shovdd die, or at least bo 
transformed into ft new being; I should live a changed life; 
I should appear to myself as if I had just been born; I 
shoidd have another mind. I don’t know thertffore what I 
should do with you. It might be that I should burst out 
laughing and turn my back on you; it might be that I 
should no longer recognise you; it might be that—but let 
us not be putting ourselves intb a bad humour without 
cause. What does it matter to us if pjl the Coiregidors in 
the world love you? Are you not my Frasquita?” 

“Yes, barbarian,” replied th* Navarresc, laughing as loud 
as she could, “I am yoxir Frasquita, and you are the Lucas* 
of my soul, uglier than a bogey, with more talent than other 
men, better than the most delicious^ood, and more beloved 

c 2 
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—^Ali! you shall sec what it is to be beloved when you come 
down from the vine! Prepare yourself to receive more boxes 
on the ears than you have haira in your head. But hush! 
what do I see ! The Senor Corregidor coming this way, and 
quite alone, and so early; there is some trick in this.” 

“ Then be calm and do not say I am upon the vine. He 
comes to declare himself to you alone, thinking to rob me 
while I am taking my sie.?ta. I should like to amuse myself 
hearing his declaration.” 

Thus spoke Uncle Lucas, handing the basket to his 
wife. 

“ It isn’t a bad idea ! ” she exclaimed, bursting out again 
into laughter. “ The demon ! who would have thought 
that I might posse.ss a Coivegidor 1 But hero he comes — 
Garduiia, who was following him, has seated himself in the 
shade by the stream. What absurdity ! Hide yourself well 
among the branches. We are going to have some fun ; more 
than you fancy.” 

The beautiful Navarrese then began to hum the “Fandango,” 
which was already as familiar to her as the songs of her 
native province. 


XI. 

THE BOMUABUMENT. 

«p 

‘^Gon bo with you! Frasquita,” said the Corregidor, in a low 
voice, as he presentei^ hinlself beneath the arbour, rvalking 
on tiptoe. 

“Well! Sehor Corregidor,” ^liereplied, making a thousand 
curtseys. “ Your worship here at this time of day! and in 
such a hot sun ! Your worship ms’ist sit down here where it 
is a Utile cooler. Wl/y did you not wait for the other 
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gentlemen ? Here are their seats already arranged for them. 
This afternoon wo expect the Lord Bishop, who promised my 
Lucas to come and try the early graj^es. And how is your 
worship and your good lady ? ” 

The Corregidor felt a little uneasy. The longed-for 
privacy in which he at last fyund Frasquita appeared to him 
a dream, or a traj) laid for him by a hostile fate, only to make 
him fall into the abjstn of deceptioh. So he confined him¬ 
self to replying: 

“ It is not so early as you say ; it is half-past three,” 

At this moment the parrot gave a shriek. 

“ It is a quarter-past two,” said the Navarrese, looking at 
her visitor from head to foot. 

The latter was silent, like a convicted prisoner who has 
abandoned all defence. After a short time, ho ventured to 
ask: 

“ And Lucas 1 Is he asleep 1 ” 

We ought to remark here that the Corregidor, like all who 
have no teeth, spoke in a feeble and sibilant manner, as if 
he were eating his own lips. 

“ Certainly,” replied Frasquita. “ At this time of day he is 
capable of falling asleep anywhere, even on the edge of a 
precipice.” 

“ Then let him sleep,” exclaimed the old Corregidor, who 
turned paler than ever. “ And you, my dear Frasquita, listen 
to me—hear what 1 have to say to you; but come nearer first 
—sit down here, by my side—I have many things to tett 
you.” 

“ I am seated already,” was the reply,'and the miller’s wife 
took up a low seat and placed ?t in front of the Corregidor, 
at a short distance from him. 

As soon as she was seatgd, she crossed one leg over the 
other, leant her body a trifle forward^* supported an elbow on 
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her knee, and rested her fresh and beautiful cheek on one 
of her hands, and thus, with her head a little on one side, a 
smile on her lips, her five dimples in activity, and her calm 
eyes fixed on the Corregidor, she awaited his worship’s 
declaration. She might have been compared to Pampeluna 
waiting bombardment. 

The poor man was about to speak, but he remained witli 
his mouth open, amazed at this grand beauty, those resplen¬ 
dent graces, that imposing form, that woman of alabaster 
complexion, laughing month, and blue, unscrutablc eyes, who 
appeared to have been created by the pencil of Kubens. 

“ Frasquita,” murmured at last the delegate of the King, 
in faint accents, whilst his pale face, covered with perspira¬ 
tion, expressed immense anguish, “ Frasquita !" 

“ What is it 1 ” asked the daughter of the Pyrenees. 

“ What you like,” replied the old fellow, with imspeakable 
tenderness. 

“What I like, you know already,” said the miller’s wife; 
“ what I wish for is that you appoint a nephew of mine 
who lives in Estella, secretary of the Town Council, so that 
he may be able to leave the mountains wKere he is enduring 
every kind of hardship.” 

“I have Wd you, Frasquita, that it is impossible. The 
present secretary- 

“ Is a thief, a drunkard, and a beast.” 

“ 1 know it—but he has many friends, and I caimot do 
anything without the consent of the Corporation. Otherwise 
I run the risk-” 

“ Eun the risk! ' What risks would not all in this 
house down to the cats run f5r the sake of your worship ? ” 

“ Will ypu love me sat this price 1 ” stammered the 
Corregidor. 

“ Ko, Senor, as I liltfe you gratis-” 
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“Woman, do not jest. Speak to me of youtself, ot of 
what you desire. Wlien will you love me 1 Say ! ” 

“Have I not said that I like you now ?” 

“ But-” 

“ There is no but that is worth anything; you will see 
how handsome and what g good man my nephew is.” 

“ You, indeed, are handsome, Fra8<iuita ! ” 

“ Do I please you ? ” 

“ Do you please me % There is no woman like you.” 

“ Then, look here. Hero there is nothing artificial,” 
replied Frascpiita, rolling up the sleeve of her jacket, and 
showing the Corregidor her arm, worthy of a ca^atid and 
whiter than a lily. 

“ Do you please me? ” continued the Corregidor. “ By day 
and night—at all times—everywhere, I think only of you.” 

“But why? Do you not love the lady Corregidor?” 
said Frasquita, with a feigned compassion which would 
have made a hypochondriac laugh. “ What a pity ! My 
Lucas told me he had the pleasure of seeing and speaking 
to her Avheu he mended your clock, and he says she is 
very pretty, voiy good, and of very amiable manners.” 

“Xot so very; not so very,” murmured the Corregidor, 
with a certain bitterness. 

“ On the other hand, others have told me that she is very 
malicious, very jealous, and that you are doAvnright afraid of 
her.” 

“Xot so much of it, woman, repeated Don Eugenic^de 
Zuniga y Ponce de Loon, changing colour. “ Xot so much 
and not so little. The Seiiora has \ier peculiarities, it is 
certain, but I am not afraid <)f her. That is quite another 
tiling. Recollect that I am the Corregidor.” 

“ But, in short, do you^ love her or do you not love her ? ” 

“ I will' tell you, I love her v<|ry much, or rather, 1 did 
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love her before I knew you, but since I saw you I am no 
longer myself. I do not know what change has come over 
me, and .she knoAvs herself that some change has taken place. 
I can love her no longer. To touch my wife’s cheek, for 
instance, is the same as touching my own, while to touch 
your hand, your arm, your waist, I would give all T possess.” 

And speaking thus, the Corregidor tried to seize the hare 
ann of Frasquita, hut shoe unconcernedly, with the greatest 
calmness, put out her hand, touched the chest of liis Avorship 
Avith the pacific violence and invincible rigidity of an ele- 
jdiant’s trunk, anct knocked him backwards, chair and all. 

“ Ave Maria!” exclaimed the Navarrese, laughing outright. 
“ Surely the chair must have been broken.” 

“ Wliat’s up ? ” cried out Uncle Lucas, shoAving his ugly 
face through an opening in the vine. 

Tlie Corregiilor was still on the ground, flat on his back, 
and gazed Avith an indescribable terror at the man thus 
appearing in tlie air face doAA'nwards. 

“ What’s up ? ” Frasquita hastened to reply. “ Only thi.-!, 
the Seiior Corregidor placed his chair unevenly, and, moving 
it about, he fell.” 

“ Jesus, Maria, and Joseph 1 ” exclaimed the miller in 
turn. “And'hashis Avorship hurt himself? Would he like 
a little vinegar and water ? ” 

“ I’m not hurt,” said the Corregidor, rising as best he 
could; and then ho added, in a low voice, but so that 
Frasquita could hear him, *' You shall pay for this.” 

“ But, on the other hand, his worship has saved my life,” 
replied Uncle Lucas from the top of the vino. “Fancy, Avife, 
I Avas seated here looking at^the grapes and dropped ofi‘ 
adeep amongst the branches, and if the fall of his worship 
had not awokb me in time, I should have broken my neck 
on those stones.” 
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“So ! ell?” said Uie Corregidor. “ Then, man, I am very 
glad I have fallen. You shall pay me for this,” ho repeated 
ill an undertone to the miUer’s wife. And he uttered 
these words with such an expression of concentrated fury 
that Frasquita became much concerned. She saw clearly 
that the Corregidor was frightened at first, believing that 
the miller had heard all; but that, jrersuaded now that ho 
had heard nothing—for the calmness and dissimulation of 
Uncle Lucas would have deceived the most sagacious—he 
was beginning to give himself up to feeling^ of anger and to 
form plans of vengeance. 

“Come down from there and help me to clean his worshiii, 
who is all over dust,” exclaimed Frasquita. 

And whilst Lucas was coming down, she whispered in the 
Corregidor’s ear: “ The poor fellow has heard nothing ; he was 
sleeping like a dormouse.” 

These words and, above all, the circumstance of their Iteiiig 
said in a low voice, alfceting complicity and secrecy, produced 
a marvellous efiect. 

“ Naughty rogue ! ’’ .stammered Don Eugenio, his mouth 
watering, but stilhgrowling. 

“ You w'on't ow'e me any grudge ? ” urged the Navarrese in 
a wheedling tone. 

The Corregidor, seeing that severity produced good results, 
tried to look at Frasquita with a furious expression, but 
meeting her fascinating smile and divine eyes, in which shone 
the caress of a prayer, he opened His mouth, and disclosing 
more than ever the total absemyj of teeth, he said, “It 
depends on you, my love.” 

At that moment, Uncle Lucas leapt down from the vine. 
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XII. 

TITHES AND FIRST FRUITS. 

As BOOR as the Corregidor was again seated, Frasquita threw 
a rapid glance towards the miller, and saw him not only 
smiling as ever, but ready to split with laughter at the 
occurrence. Taking cai'e not to be seen by Don Eugenio, 
she kissed her hand to her husband, and then said to the 
Don, in the voice of a siren, such as Cleopatra would have 
envied: 

“ Now your worsliip must try our grapes.” 

You should then have seen the beautiful Navarrese, worthy 
of a Titian’s pencil, standing opposite to the amazed 
Corregidor, fresh, magnificent, with her noble limbs, her close- 
fitting dress, her tall stature, her bare arms raised above her 
head, and with a bunch of grapes in each hand, saying to him, 
between an irresistible smile and a supplicating and almost 
frightened look: 

“ The Lord Bishop has not yet tried them; they are the 
first gathered this year.” 

She appeared a gigantic Pomona, offering fruit to a rural 
god—a satjr, for instance. 

At this moment there appeared at the end of the court¬ 
yard the venerable Bishop of the diocese, accompanied by the 
Advocate-Academician, and two Canons of advanced age, 
and followed by his secretary, two attendants and two pages. 
His loi-dship stopped^ a little while to contemplate the comic 
yet beautiful picture, until at last he said, with the calm 
accent peculiar to prelates of ’chat time : “ Christian doctrine 
* teaches us ip pay tenths and first fruits to the Church; but 
you, Sefior Corregidor, are not content with the administration 
of the tenths, but also reek to eat the first fruits.” 
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“ l^ie Lord Bishop! ” exclaimed the miller and his wife, 
leaving the Corregidor and running to kiss the prelate’s 
pastoral ring. 

“ May God repay your lordship for honouring this poor 
cottage with a visit,” said Uncle Lucas, with the appearance 
of sincere veneration. 

“ God bless him and preserve him many years,” chimed in 
Frasquita. 

“ You bless me instead of asking me to bless you,” said 
the good pastor, laughing; and extending liis fingers he 
blessed Frasquita and then the others standing around. 

“ Here, your lordship has the first fruits, said the 
Corregidor, taking a bunch of grapes from Frasquita’s hands 
and presenting it courteously to the Bishop, “ I’ve not yet 
tried them. ” The Corregidor pronounced these words, 
directing a rapid and cynical look at the splendid beauty of 
Frasquita. 

“ It isn’t because they are green like those in the fable, ” 
observed the Academician. 

“ Those of the fable,” said the Bishop, “ were not green, 
Senor Licentiate J but out of the reach of the fox.” 

Neither had intended the slightest allusion to the 
Corregidor; but both phrases were so appropriate to what 
had just happened, that Don Eugenio de Zuniga became livid 
with rage, and said, kissing the prelate’s ring: “ That is 
equivalent to calling me a fox, my lord.” 

“ What sayst thou ? ” rejoined the latter, with the affaye 
severity of a saint, Avhich in point of fact he was said to be. 
“ Such an excuse is in itself an accusation. As the man so his 
speech. But enough has beten said; to say more would 
be to preach a sermon. So lot u» see these famous grapes,' 
and he took a single one from the Corregidor’s bunch. “ They 
are very good,” he exclaimed, looking at the grape as he held 
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it up to the light, and then handing it to his secretary 
said, “ It is a pity they do not agree with me.” 

The secretary in turn eyed the grape with a courtier-like 
gesture of admiration, and handed it to one of the attendants. 
The servant copied the action of the Bishop and the gesture 
of the secretary, and in addition smelt the grape; then 
l)Iaced it in the basket with scrupulous care, observing in a 
low tone to those around i “ His lordship is fasting,” 

Uncle Lucas, who had not once lost sight of the grape, 
look it surreptitiqpsly and ate it without anyone seeing him 
do so. 

Then they all sat down and spoke of the autumn season, 
which promised to be very dry ; discussed the probability of 
a fresh war between Napoleon and Austria; and persisted in 
the belief that the Imperial troops would never enter Spanish 
territory. The Advocate complained of the revolutions and 
calamities of that age, envying the tranquil times of his 
fathers (as his fathers envied those of his grandfathers). 
The parrot screeched out “ Five o’clock ! ” and at a sign from 
the Bishop, the youngest of the pages went to the carriage of 
his lordship which had drawn up in the same shady spot as 
the Corregidor’s attendant had selected, and returned with a 
magnificent tart of huge dimensions, which had come out of 
the oven only an hour before; and a table having been placed 
in the midst of the company, the operation of cutting up the 
tart commenced. A portion was given to Lucas and Frasquita, 
notwithstanding their reluctance to accept it; and an equality 
truly democratic reigned diering an hour under those vines, 
through which streamed the last rays of a setting sun. 
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xiir. 

■VrUAT THE JACKDAW SAID TO THE HAVEN. 

An hour and a half lator, all the illustrious guests of Uncle 
Lucas had roturiiod to the pity. Tlie Lord Lishop and his 
suite had arrived the first, tlmiiks to their coach, aud alighted 
at the palace, Avhero we will leavd them, about to 2 ’erfonn 
their devotions. 

The eminent Advocate, who was very l«an, and the two 
Canons, who wore very fat and very venerable, accompanied 
the Corregidor as far as the door of the town hall, where 
his worship said he had business to transact, and then they 
took the road to their res 2 )ective hou.ses, guiding themselves, 
like navigators, by the stars, and feeling their way like 
blind men ; for night had already set in, though the moon 
was not yet visible, and such a thing as street lighting, 
like the other lights of the century, was still in the wpinb of 
time. 

“ What hairbrained fellows we are ! ” said the Advocate to 
the two Canons. * “ What will they think at home, seeing 
us arrive at this late hour 1 ” 

“ And what will those say who meet us in the street in 
this way at half-past six, like foot 2 )ads hiding themselves in 
the darkness 1 ’’ 

“ We might ira 2 irove our conduct." 

“Ah, yes; but that delightful mill!” 

“ It is nausea to my wife,” avid the Academician, in a 
tone of voice whicli revealed some appreheirsion of a con¬ 
jugal reprimand, 

“ And to my nieces I ” exclaimed one of the ^anons, who 
was a Penitentiary; “ they^always say that 2 wiests ought not 
to visit gossips.” 
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“ITovorthcless,” interrupted his companion, who was a 
Prehcndaiy, “ what passes there could not be more innocent.” 

“ And even the Lord Bishop goes.” 

“And tlien, gentlemen, at our age !” said the Penitentiary. 
“ I have already completed my sixty-fifth year.” 

“ That’s true,” said the Prebondary ; “ but let us speak 
of something else. How charming Frasquita this after¬ 
noon ! ” • 

“Oh, yes; she is pretty enough!” said the Ailvocatc, 
affecting impart^ty. 

“Verypretty,” repeated the Penitentiary. 

“ If she isn’t, ask the Corregidor—the poor man is in love 
with her,” added the Prebendary. 

“ I believe you ! ” exclaimed the Penitentiary. 

“ Certainly,” acquiesced the correspondent of the Academy. 
“But, gentlemen, I must turn off here to reach home. Good 
night.” 

“ Good night,” replied the churchmen. 

The two Canons proceeded some distance in silence. Then 
the Prebendary poked the Penitentiary in the ribs, and 
said, “ She pleases him, too, I think, as v/ell as the Corre¬ 
gidor.” 

“As if She saw that,” replied the other, who now stopped 
at the door of his house. “ And what a brute he is ! So 
good night till to-morrow. May the grapes agree with 
you.” 

“ Till to-morrow, if Gdd wills it. May you have a good 
night.” 

“ God give us a good night! ” prayed the Penitentiary, 
now within his own portal, ornamented with a lamp and 
' an image of the Virgin, and he knocked at the door. 

The Canon who was left by himself advanced slowly 
towards his home, l^e was broader than he was tall, and 
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to roll in his walk. As lie reached his door he was 
saying to himself, as if he wore thinking of his late companion : 

“And Fmsquita pleases you as well as the others j and 
the truth is,” he added, after a moment’s pause, “ she is 
hoauty itself.” 


xrv. 

oakdxjna’s advice. 

In the meanwhile, the Coiregidor had entered the town hall, 
accompanied by Gardufia, with whom for some time he 
carried on a more familiar conversation than befitted a man 
of his quality and position. 

“ Believe a pointer who knows what game is,” said the 
unworthy constable. “ Frasquita is enamoured of your worship 
to desperation, and what your worship has just told me makes 
the affair more clear than that light.” And he pointed 
to a lantern that scarcely lit up even a corner of the room. 

“ I am not so sure as you,” replied Don Eugenio, sighing, 

“ Then I don’t know why. And if not, let us speak freely. 
Your worship, pardon me for saying it, has a blemish in your 
figure. Is it not true 1 

“ Well, yes,” replied the Corregidor. “ But Uncle Lucas 
has the same ; and his hump is larger than mine.” 

“ Much larger ! very much larger ! There is no compari¬ 
son. But, on the other hand, and»this is what I was going 
to say, your worship has a face pleasant to look at—what 
is called a handsome face—whilst Uncle Lucas is un¬ 
questionably ugly.” 

The Corregidor smiled with a cqftain pride. 

“For the rest,” continued the officer, “ Frasqufta is capable 
of anything, provided that*her nephew be nominated to-” 
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“There Ave are agreed. That noiiiinatiou is iiiy only 
hoi)e.” 

“Tlien let us put our hands to the work, Sefior. I 
have alreadj' laid my plan before j'our lordship. Wc have 
now only to put it into execution, and that we must do this 
very evening.” 

“I’ve told you many times that I don’t need your 
■ counsel! ” cried Don Eilgenio, suddenly remembering that ho 
was talking with an inferior. 

“ I thought your worship asked mo for it,” stammered 
Garduna. 

“Do not reply tome.” Gardufia bowed. 

The Corregidor continued : “ You were saying that the 
matter could bo arninged this very night. That sounds well, 
and in such case I should be at once delivered from this cruel 
uncertainty.” Gardufia kept silent. 

TheGorregidor went to a desk, wrote something on a 
at; ni.)ed paper, sealed it, and placed it in his pocket. 

“ Now the nomination is made,” he said, t.aking a pinch of 
snuE “ To-morrow I will arrange it rvith the Corporation. 
Don’t you think I’m doing well 1 ” 

“ Quite right,” exclaimed Gardufia entiiu&iastically, laying 
his clarvs on the Corregidor’s .snutf-box, and trying to take a 
pinch suneptitiously. “ Quito right. Your worship’s pre- 
tlecessor never stopped till he finished the thing ho had 
attempted. On :e-” 

, “ Cease your chattering”’ said the Corregidor, slapping him 
bn the hand which touched the snuff-box. “ My predecessor 
was a fool when he took you for constable. But let us 
come to what is important, '/on were saying to me that 
'JCncle Lucas’s mill was not within this parish. Are you suie 
of that?” 

“Quite sure. The tcity jurisdiction ends where I was 
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seated when waiting for your worship. If I were in your 
place-” 

“Enough! ” cried Don Eugenio, “ You are imi^ertinent.” 

The Corregidor then wrote something on a piece of paper, 
folded it, and gave it to Gardufia. 

“ There,” he said, “ is the letter you asked for to present 
to the mayor of the district m which the mill lies. You will 
explain to him by word of mouth yhat ho h.as to do. You 
see I am following your plan literally, and it will bo all over 
with you if you put me in a hole I can’t get out of.” 

“ Jfo fear of that,” replied Garduna. “ Senor .Tuan Lopez 
has much to fear, and your signature will make him do what¬ 
ever I order him. He owes at le.ast fifteen hundred bushels 
of com to the State, and as much to the Church, and is a 
gambler, a drunkard and a rake-hell. And this man ^^del,d8 
authority. So runs the world-” 

“ I have told you to be quiet. You are driving me dis¬ 
tracted,” cried the Corregidor. “ But let us come to business,” 
he added in a milder tone. “ It is now a quarter past six. 
The first thing you have to do is to go to my house and in¬ 
form my wife tlwt she need not expect me at supper, or 
any time to night. Tell her that I shall be working here till 
twelve o’clock, and that then I shall go with yo» to see if we 
can’t catch some culprits. In short, deceive her well, so that 
she may go to rest without any anxiety. On the way, tell 
another constable to bring me my supper. I dare not appear 
to night before my wife, for she knows me so well that she 
might read my thoughts. Tell cook to give the otSor 
constable some of to-day’s fritters, and tell him to get me half 
a bottle of white wine from ths tavern and to take care that no 
one sees what he is doing. Then go to the village, where you 
must bo by half-past eight.” 

“ At eight exactly I shtill lie there,” exclaimed Gardufia. 

D 
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“ Don’t CQnti^iot me ! ” roared the Corrcgidor. 

Again remembering who lie was, the officer bowed. 

“From there to the mill is about half a league,” contimuid 
the Corrcgidor; “and we have arranged that at eight exactly 
you will be there.” »■ 

“ It is a short half a league,” said Garduna. 

“ Don’t interrapt me,” again roared Don Eugenio. 

The officer again bowed. 

“ A short half league,” pursued the Corrcgidor. “ Conse¬ 
quently at ten o’<;lock—do you think by ten o’clock 1 ” 

“ liefore ten; at half past-nine you will be able to knock 
without anxiety at the door of the mill.” 

“ Fellow ! don’t tell me what I shall be able to do. I 
suppose you will be there 1 ” 

“ I shall be everywhere. But my head quarters will bo 
the river side. Ah! I forgot. Go on foot, your worship, 
and carry no lantern.” 

“ I don’t want your advice ; do you think it is the fii-st 
Ime I’ve set out on such a campaign ? ” 

“ I beg your worship’s pardon. Ah! something else. 
Do not knock at the large door that opens 'on to the paved 
space with the vino, but at the small door by the sluice.” 

“ What !‘is there another door by the sluice 1 That had 
not occurred to me.” 

“It is so, your worship. It leads to the bedroom, and 
Uncle Lucas never enters or leaves by it, so that in case he 
should return suddenly—” 

“ I understand; don’t deafen my ears any longer.” 

“ Try and slip out before the morning. The sun rises at 
six o’clock now.” 

■ “ That’s more useless cuVvice. At five o’clock I shall be 

at home. But we’ve spoken enough already. Get out of 
my sight ” 
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“ Then I wish you good luck, Seilov,” exclaimed tlie 
constable, putting out his hand towards the CoiTegidor and 
looking up at the ceiling at the same time. 

The Corregidor gave a peseta to Gardufia, who imme¬ 
diately disappeared as if by enchantment. 

“ By the saints,” murmured the old man a moment later, 
“ I forgot to tell him to send me a pack of cards ; Avith one 
I might have played patience till h,Ilf-past nine.” 


XV. 

A PROSAIO PAHTINO. 

At about nine o’clock on the same evening Uncle Lucas and 
Frasquita, having finished the work of the ihill and the 
house, were supping off a sfilad of endive, some meat stewed 
with tomatoes, and some grapes left from those in the already 
mentioned basket, the whole being Avashed down Avith a little 
Avine, and made the more digestible by bursts of latighter at 
the expense of the Corregidor; after Avhich the affectionate 
pair looked at one another, as if they Avere satisfied Avith 
Providence, and with themseh^es, and between a couple of 
yaAvns that revealed all the peace and tranquility of their 
hearts, said : 

“ Let us go to bed, and to-morrow Avill be another day.” 

At that very moment they hearct two heavy knocks at tiie 
outer gate of the mill. Husband and Avife looked at one 
another surprised. It Avas the first time they had heard a 
knock at their door at such an*hour. 

“ I’m going to see,” said the intrejud Xavai^ese, moving 
towards the door. 

“ Stop! that’s for me to ao,” exclaimed Uncle Lucas, with 

D 2 
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such dignity that Frasquita gave way at once. “ I told you 
you were not to go out,” he added with some asperity, on seeing 
that his Avife Avished to folIoAV hini. She obeyed and 
remained Avithin the room. 

“Who is it?” asked Uncle TiUcas from the middle of the 
courtyard. , 

“ The police ! ” replied a voice on the other side of the gale. 

“What police?” 

“ The district police. Open the door to the Maj’or.” 

Uncle Lucas looked through a carefully masked peep-holo 
in the door and recognised by the light of the moon the 
constable of the village. 

“ You me.an that I am to open tlio. door to his drunkard 
of a constable,” replied the miller, AvithdraAving the bolt. 

“ It is the same thing,” replied the voice from without, 
“ since I have a warrant signed by his worship. I Avish 
yotk a very good evening, Uncle Lucas,” he added in less 
fficial tones. 

“ Good evening, Tofiuelo,” replied the Murcian. “ Let us 
see what warrant you have. Sefior Lopez might just as well 
have chosen a more seasonable hour to send to honest men. 
But I suppose it’s your fault, not his; you’ve been trying to 
got drunk on the way. But Avill you have a glass noAv ? ” 

“ No, Sefior, there is no time for anything, you have to 
follow me immediately. Bead the Avarrant.” 

“ What! folloAv you ? ” exclaimed Uncle Lucas, re- 
extering the house after taking the document. “Here, 
Fmsquita ! a light! ” 

Frasquita laid aside sometliing she had caught hold of 
and took up a lamp. 

Uncle Lqcas glanced qftickly towards the object which his 
wife had relinquished, and recognised an enormous blunder¬ 
buss, which carried bp.lls half a pound in weight. The 
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iiiiJlcr looked at the Navarrcso with an expression full of 
gratitude and tenderness, and said, pinching her cheek : 

“ What a treasure you are ! ” 

Frasquita, pale and serene as a marble statue, raised the 
lamp, and without the slightest trepidation replied, dryly ; 

“ Nonsense; read 1 ” 

The order was as follows *— 

“ For the better service of His Majesty the King, our 
Lord, whom God preserve, I summon Lucas F’ernandez, 
miller of these parts, to appear before •me without fail 
immediately, all excuses and pretexts set aside, upon 
receiving this order; and I warn him not to make anyone 
acquainted with the purport of the same, under penalties 
prescribed by law in case of disobedience. 

"The Mayor, Juan Lopez.” 

A cross was affixed by way of signature, 

“ And what is this ? ” asked Uncle Lucas of the oQicer. 
“ What’s the meaning of this order 1 ” 

“ I don’t know,” replied the constable, a man about thirty 
years old, whoso angular and malicious looking face, like 
that of a robber and assassin, did not give the best idea of 
his sincerity. He continued : “I think it is about a question 
of Avitchcraft or false money. But you are not involved. 
They summon you as a witness or expert In fact, I don’t 
knoAv much about it myself. Seiior Juan Lopez will 
explain it to you, with all particulars.” 

“Good,” said the miller, “yell him I will come to¬ 
morrow morning.” 

“ No, Seiior. You must eome Avith me this very hour, 
Avithout losing a minute. That .is the order given me lj;y' 
the Mayor.” 

There was a moment of silence. The eyes of Frasquita 
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filled with tears. Uncle Lucas kept his fixed on the ground, 
as if seeking something. “ At any rate,” said he at last, 
“you will give me time to go to the stable and saddle a 
donkey.” 

“There is no necessity for that,” said the constable. 
“ Anyone can walk half a league. The night is very fine 
and the moon is shining.” 

“ I’ve noticed that it »has risen. But my feet are much 
swollen.” 

“ Then don’t le^’s lose any time. I’ll help you to get the 
beast ready.” 

“ You arc not afraid I shall xoin away, are you ? ” 

“I’m not afraid of anything. Uncle Lucas,” replied 
Tonuelo, coolly. “ I represent the law,” While speaking 
he allowed a short gun mider his cloak to be seen by Lucas. 

“ Look here, Tonuelo,” said the miller’s wife, “ since you 
are going to the stable, do me the favour to get ready the 
other donkey.” 

“ What for 1 ” asked the miller. 

“For me ; I’m going with you,” 

“It can’t be, Sena Frasquita,” objected the constable. 
“ I liave orders to take your husbaird only, and prevent you 
following, 'ii I don’t do so, I shall risk my neck, so Sefior 
Juan Lopez told me. Come, then. Uncle Lucas, let’s go,” 
And he directed his steps towards the door, 

“A very strange thing,” muttered the miller, without 
mqying. 

“Very strange,” replied Frasquita. 

“ There is something in this, I can see,”^continued Lucas, 
lowering his voice so as not to*bc heard by Tonuelo. 

* “Would ^ou like mo^ to go to the city,” whispered 
Frasquita, “ and acquaint the Cori^gidor with what is hap¬ 
pening. 
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“ 1^0 ! ” replied Uncle Lucas in a decided voice; “ certainly 
not! ” 

“Tbcii Avliat do you wish mo to dol” asked slie im¬ 
patiently. 

“ Look at me,” rejilied the old soldier. 

The good couple regarded one another in sihsnee, and both 
were so satisfied with the tranquility, resolution, and energy 
exhibited by each. that they ended by shrugging their 
shoulders and laughing. After that Uncle Lucas lit another 
lamp and went to the stable, first artfully remarking to 
Tonuelo : “ Come along and help me man, if you will be so 
kind.” 

Tonuelo followed, humming a tune between his teeth. 
A few minutes afterwards Uncle Lucas quitted the mill, 
seated on a fine animal, and followed by the constable. The 
farewell of husband and wife was no more than the follow¬ 
ing : 

“ Shut the house up securely,” said Uncle Lucas. 

“Button your coat, it’s cold,” said Frasquita; and she 
then locked and bolted the door. 

This is all that passed; there was no kiss, no embrace, 
no tender look. Why ? 


XVI. 

A BIRD OF ILL OMEN. 

Let us follow Uncle Lucas. 

After journeying along for^a quarter of a league ivithout 
saying a word, the miller mounted on his donkey, which 
urged forward by the constable with his staff »f office, they 
saw on tlie summit of a fise in the road the form of some¬ 
thing resembling an enormous bird coming towards them. 
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The figure, although at a considerable distance, was clearly 
visible against the moonlit sky, and its outline was defined 
with such clearness that the miller immediately exclaimed : 

“Toiiuelo, there is Garduna, with his three-cornered hat 
and knitting-needles of legs. 

But before any reply could beonade, the figure, evidently 
desirous of avoiding a meeting, quitted the road and ran 
across the fields with the celerity of a real bird. 

" I don’t see anything,” replied Tonuolo with the greatest 
calmness. ' 

“Nor 1 either,” replied Uncle Lucas, smelling a rat. And 
the suspicion that had occurred to him in the mill began to 
acquire form and consistency in the humpback’s jealous 
mind. “ This journey of mine,” he said to himself, “ is an 
amorous stratagem on the part of the Corregidor. What I 
heard him say this afternoon when I was on the top of the 
vine demonstrates to me that the old fellow cannot wait any 
longer. Doubtless to-night he is going to repeat his visit at 
the mill, and he has begun by getting me out of the way. 
But what of that! Frasquita is Frasquita ! She won’t open 
the door even though they set fire to the house. I say more: 
even if she should open it, even if the Corregidor by some 
audacious manamvre contrives to surprise my Navarrese, the 
poor man will soon beat a retreat the worse for the encounter. 
Frasquita is Frasquita! Nevertheless,” he added at the 
expiratioir of a few moments, “ there will be no harm in my 
getting back homo as .soon as pos.sible.” 

They had now arrived at'their destination, and proceeded 
at onoe to the Mayor’s house. 
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XVII. 

A BUSTIC MAYOR. 

Senor Juan LorEE, both as a private individual and as 
Mayor, whenever he had to tfo with his inferiors was tyranny, 
feroeity and insolence personified; yet he condescended, after 
despatching his official business and the work of his farm, 
and after giving his rvife her daily beating^ to drink a quart 
or two of W'ine in company with his secretary and the 
sacristan, a proceeding which he was more than half rvay 
through when tlie inillor appeared in his august presence. 

“ Holloa, Uncle Lucas ! ” ho said, scratching his head to 
excite the vein of falsehood. “ How are you t Secretary, 
l)our out a glass of wine for Uncle Lucas. And Fxasquita? 
Is she as pretty as ever 1 It’s a very long time since I saw 
her. How rvoll the grisfi turns out now. Rye broad looks 
as if made of white wheat. But, old fellow, sit down and 
rest yourself. Tlia 2 ik God we are in no hurry.” 

“ Oh, hurry be damned ! ” was the somewhat testy reply 
of Uncle Lucas, who had up to that time preserved com¬ 
plete silence, but whose suspicions became all Qie stronger 
at seeing the friendly reception that was given him after 
such a pressing and terrible summons. 

“Well, then. Uncle Lucas,” coiTtiuued the Mayor, “as 
you arc in no Imriy you shall skicp here to-night, and to¬ 
morrow morning we will despatch our little business.” 

“ Very good," replied Uncle Lucas, with a dissinn^tion 
that a diplomatist might envf. “ If the thing is not urgent 
I will wait.” 

“It isn’tin the least urgent,” added the Mayor, deceived 
by him whom he thought he was d^pceiving j “ and there is 
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not the slightest danger to you. You can rest perfectly 
tranquil. You, there, Tonuelo, move that lucasure, so that 
Uncle Lucas can sit down.” The liquor was handed to the 
miller, who di’ank half of it. 

“Mannela,” cried the Mayor, “tell your mistress that 
Uncle Lucas will sleep here. U^t her put a mattress in the 
gi-anary.” 

‘ By no means. I slefep on straw, like a king.” 

“ But we have mattresses.” 

“ Yes ; but I don’t want to put your family to any incon¬ 
venience. I have my cloak.” 

“ Just as you like. Manuola, tell your mistress the 
mattress will not be wanted.” 

“ What I would ask,” said Uncle Lucas, yawning fear¬ 
fully, “ is that I may go to rest imraediatelJ^ I was at work 
all last night, and have not yet closed my eyes.” 

“ By all means,” replied the Mayor. “ You may retire 
whenever you please.” 

“I think it is also time for us to be off,” said the 
sacristan, looking at the pitcher of wine to see how much 
was left. “It must be already ten, or pretty near it.” 

“ A quarter to ten,” said the secretary, pouring what 
remained of the wine into the glasses. 

“ Then to bed, gentlemen,” said the amphitrjon, who at 
once swallowed his iiortion. 

“Till to-morrow morning,” added the miller, drinking 

hi^ , *■ 

“Wait till they give you a light. Tonuelo, conduct Uncle 
Lucas to the hay-loft.” 

“ This way,” said Tofmelo, ^ho took care to carry off the 
pitcher, in cijse a few drops might still remain at the bottom 
of it. , 

“ Till to-morrow,” aiVled the sacristan, after draining all 
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the glasses in tnm. And he staggered off singing “ De Pro- 
/Midis." 

“Well, Seilor,” said the Mayor to the secrelaiy when tle'v 
were alone, “ Uncle Lucas suspects notlung. AVo can go to 
bed without the least anxiety; and m ly the (.h rregido • h o 
good luck! ’’ 


xviir. 

UNCLE LUCAS Sl.EKPS LIGHTLY. 

Five minutes after tlie party had broken up a man lowered 
himself down from the Avindow of the hay-loft belonging 
to the Mayor—a Avindow Avhich looktal on to a court-yard, and 
Avas only about nine feet from tlie ground. 

In the yard there Avas a small shed, sheltering a range of 
mangers, to Avhich Avero fastened six or eight beasts of burden 
of different breeds, but all of the gentler sex. The horseg, 
mules, and asses of the masculine gender messed ajwrt in a 
neighbouring building. The man untied a donkey which, as 
it happened, Avas already harnessed, and led it by the haltei' 
towards the yard door. Then he withdreAv the bar and i)ulh*d 
b.ick the bolt that secured the door, and on passing out found 
himself in the open country. Once there, ho mounted the 
animal, dug his heels into its sides, and Avent off like an 
ari'ow in the direction of the city, but not by the ordinary 
road, for he folloAved lanes and byd-paths, as one who dteiyis 
an unprofitable meeting. 

The man Ave speak of was Uncle Lucas, and he Avas making 
his Avay to the mOl. 
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XIX. 

VOICES CBTING IN THE DESERT. 

“ Mayors med dling with me 1 ” muttered the Murcian, on his 
way. “To-morrow morning I will go and see the Lord Bishop, 
and will relate to him all that Tias happened to mo to-night. 
To summon mo with sa much haste and secrecy at sucli an 
unearthly hour; to tell me I must go alone; to speak to me of 
the service of the King; of false money, of witches, of faiiies, 
and then to hand me a couple of glasses of wine and to send 
me to bed! The thing couldn’t be clearer. Gardufia must have 
given the mayor instnictions to do this on the part of the 
Corregidor, who is doubtless at this very moment opening his 
campaign against my wife. "Wlio knows but I shall find him 
knocking at the door of the mill ? Perhaps I shall find him 
inside 1 Who knows ? But what am I saying? To doubt my 
Xavarrese ! Oh, that is to blaspheme. God! Impossible 

that she—impossible that my Frasquita—impossible-But 

what am I saying? Is there anything impossible in the 
world ? Did she not marry me, she being so beautiful and I 
so ugly ? ” 

On making this last reflection the poor humpback began to 
weep. He stopped his donkey to calm himself and wipe away 
the tears ; then he sighed deeply, and after a minute or two 
]nill(‘d out the necessary materials for smoking, made a 
cigarette, and, by aid of' flint, steel and tijqdei was soon 
able to obtain a light. Af this very moment he heard the 
sound of steps in the direction of the road, at a distance of 
about three hundred yards. <’ 

• “What a fool lam!” ke said. “ Perhaps they are after 
me, and I have betrayed myself by striking that confounded 
light!” 
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He thereupon instantly extinguished the flame and dis¬ 
mounted and hid himself behind the donkey. ]>ut the beast 
looked at the matter in a different light, and brayed his satis¬ 
faction. 

“ Hang you ! ” exclaimed Uncle Lucas, trying to gag the 
animal’s mouth with liis hands. But in due time tliere was 
licaril anollier braying, by way of a gallant reply. 

The miller remounted imniediatel^f, and rode off neck and 
crop in a contrary direction to the spot whence the second 
braying proceeded, whilst the individual on the other 
donkey, who was just as much frightened as Uncle Lucas, 
departed with ecjual speed, abandoning the road and taking 
to the fields on the opposite side. The Mureian notcsl this 
fact, which restored him his tranquillity, and he continued his 
way, muttering to himself: 

“ What a night! What a world! What a life mine has 
been during the last hour! Alguacils made pimps of; 
mayors conspiring against my honour; asses braying when 
there is no necessity, and here, in my breast, a miserable 
heart that has dared to doubt the most noble woman God 
ever created! UIi! my God, my God! Let me arrive 
quickly and find my Frasquita at homo ! ’ 

Uncle Lucas continued his way, crossing paths and streams, 
until at last, about half-past eleven, he arrived at the outer 
gate of the mill 

“ Damnation! ” The mill door was open. 
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XX. 

DOUBT AND BEAUTY, 

The door was open, and yet when the miller had started ho 
had heard his wife lock and holt it. Consequently no one 
but she could have opened it. Hut how? When? For 
whom ? Through a trick ? In consequence of a command ? 
Or had she acted deliberately and voluntarily by virtue of a 
previous arrangqiuent with the Corregidor? What was he 
.about to see? AVhat to know? What was awaiting him 
within doors? Ha<l Fr.asquita taken to flight? Had she 
been carried off? Was she dead? Or was she in the arms 
of his rival ? 

“The Corregidor counted on my not being able to return all 
night,” ho said to himself, mournfully. “ The Mayor had 
doubtless orders to put me in chains rather than I should 
return. Did Frasquita know all this? Was she in the 
plot ? Or has she been the victim of a stratagem, of violence, 
of infamy?” 

No more time was occupied in making these cracl 
reflections than was necessary to cross the paved court 
covered in'by the vine in front of the house. 

The house door, which as in most country dwellings led 
directly into the. kitchen, -was also open. Within the 
kitchen Lucas found no one. Nevertheless an enormous 
fiVgot was burning on the hearth where no fire was ever lit 
till the month of December. From one of the hooks of the 
dresser hung a lighted lamp. What signified all this ? And 
how could these apparent pteparations be reconciled with 
the deathlike silence which reigned in the house? What 
had become of his wife ? 

Then, and not till thpn, Lucas observed some clothes that 
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wei'o Imng on the hacks of t^ro or three cliairs placed lieforo 
tlio fire. He fixed liis eyes on them, then liurst ont into a 
I'oar, which ended in a .“(ulFocating gi’oan, Tlie miRenablo man 
thought he was choking, and raised liis hands to liis neck ; 
whilst livid, convulsed, with his eyes almost out of their 
sockets, he gazed at tliose garments, with much the same 
liorror as a criminal feels wlum he approaches the gallows. 

What ho s.aw Avas the .scarlet clealt, the threo-coniered hat, 
the dove coloured coat and waistcoat, the black silk breeches, 
the white stocking,s, the shoes Avith buekks, and oven the 
.stick, sword, aiid gloves of the hateful Con-egidor. He .saw 
in these the .shroud of his honour, the winding sheet of liis 
hap])iness. The terrible blunderbuss stood in the same 
corner Avhere the NavaiTCse had placed it tAvo hours before. 
Uncle Lucas gave a tiger-liko boAind and seized it, and tried 
the barrel Avith the ramrod, and found it charged. Then he 
turned towards the staircase that led to the room where ho 
had slept so many years with Frasquita, murmuring in a low 
voice: 

“ They arc there ! ” 

He advanced a’step, but immediately stopped to look 
around to see if anyone Avas watching him. 

“Nobody,” he said, mentally, “only God. And He has 
Avilled this.” 

Ho was about to take another stop, when his wandering 
eyes caught sight of a paper that lay on the table. To see 
it, to snatch it up, to hold it in hi5 hands, Avas the work ^f 
a second. The paper Avas the nomination of Frasquita’s 
nephcAv, signed by Don EAigenio do Zuniga y Ponce de 
Leon. 

“ This has been the price of thfi sale ! ” thoijght Uncle' 
Lucas, thrusting the paper jpto his mouth in order to suffo¬ 
cate his cries and to furnish food foj his rage, “I always 
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suspected that she liked her family better than me. Ah ! 
We have had no children. That is the cause of all! ” 

And the poor wretch w>is on the point of •weeping, but 
.suddenly he grew furious again, and, with a most terrible 
look, muttered : 

“ Upstairs ! Upstairs! ” 

lie began to mount the staircase, feeling the stops with 
one hand and carrying the blunderbuss in the other, holding, 
at the same time, the infamous document between his teeth. 

On arriving the door of the bedroom, which was closed, 
ho observed, in coyroborarion of his natural su-spicions, that 
some rays of light came through the crevices of the door and 
through the keyhole. 

“ They are there! ” ho said again. And he stopped, as if 
to gulp down this new draught of bitterness. Then ho 
continued the ascent until ho arrived at the very door. 
Within there was not the least sound. “ I suppose no one is 
there,” hope whispered timidly. But at that instant the un¬ 
happy man heard somebody cough inside the room. It was 
the half-asthmatical cough of the Corregidor. There was no 
possible doubt ; no life-buoy to cling t@ in the shipwreck. 
The miller smiled horribly in the darkness. 

How is*'it that such flashes do not illumine the obscurity 1 
What are all the flames of hell compared to those Avhioh 
burn at times in the heart of man 1 Eventually Lucas began 
to grow calm, thinking ho might not have heard the 
(jQUgh of the Corregidor ‘‘after alL The reality caused him 
less pain than doubt. As he had said that very afternoon to 
Frasquita, from the hour he lost that faith in her which was 
the life of his soul he should begin to change into anotlicr 
‘man. Like the Moor of Venice, with whom we compared 
him Avhen describing his character, deception killed all liis 
love at a single blow, changed the entire nature of Ids mind, 
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and caused him to look upon the world as a strange region in 
which he had justarrived. The sole difference consisted in this— 
that Uncle Lucas was by idiosyncrasy less tragical, less austere, 
and more egotistical, than the mad sacrificer of Desdemona. 

A rare but natural thing in such situations. 

Doubt, or rather, hope, returned again to mortify him. 

“ If I were mistaken ! ” ho thought. “ If the cough came 
from Frasquita ? ” 

In his tribulation the wretched man forgot that he had 
seen the clothes of the Corregidor hanging before the hearth, 
that he had found the gate and the door alike open, that he 
had read the evidence of his shame. He stooped down and 
looked through the keyhole, trembling with anxious un¬ 
certainty. 

The view he obtained commanded only a small triangle of 
the head of the bed, but in that small triangle the end of 
one of the pillows, and on it the head of the Corregidor, 
could be discerned. The face of the miller contracted into 
another diabolical smile. It might have been said that he 
ap2)eared to bo happy again. 

“ I now know the truth! ” he murmured quietly. And 
he began to return down the staircase with the same care that 
he had ascended it. “ The affair is delicate. I must reflect. 
I have time for everything,” he thought as ho went down¬ 
stairs. 

When he re-entered the kitchen he seated himself in the 
middle of it and hid his forehead* in his hands. Thus Jie 
remained for a long time, till he was awoke from his reverie 
by a light blow on his foot. It was the blunderbuss that 
had slqiped from off his knees %,nd made this sign to him. 

“ No ! I tell you no ! ” murmured Uncle Lucas, addressing 
the weaiwn, “ You don’t suit me. Everybody would pity 
them, and they would hang me. It is a question of a Cor- 

B 





THE THREE-AoRNERED HAT, 


regidor, and to kill a Oprregidor is still in Spain utterly in¬ 
excusable. Tliey will say that I killed him through ground¬ 
less jealousy, and that then I stripped him and put huu in 
my bed. They will say besides that I killed my wife on 
mere suspicion. And they will hang me. I’m blessed if they 
shall do it. Moreover, I shall have given signs of possessing 
little intelligence-—little talent, 'if at the conclusion of my 
life, I become an objeeUof compassion. Everybody would 
laugh at me. They would say my misfortune was very 
natural, I being g. hunchback and Frasquita being so beauti¬ 
ful. No! What I want is vengeance; to triumph, to 
despise, to laugh at everything, and so avoid any jokes at 
that hump, which up to the present time I have made 
almost enviable, and which would appear so giotosque on a 
scaffold.” 

Such was the discourse which Uncle Lucas held to him¬ 
self and by virtue of his meditations he put the blunderbuss 
aside and began to walk up and down with his arms behind 
him and his head bowed, as if he were looking for vengeance 
on the ground, amidst the baseness of life, in some 
vulgar and comical stratagem that would render both his wife 
and the Corregidor ridiculous instead of seeking the same 
vengeance*" in slaughter in appeasing outraged honour, in 
pjirdon, or in heaven—as in his place other men of a dispo¬ 
sition less rebellious to the dictates of nature, of society, 
or of their own feelings, would have done. Suddenly his eyes 
fgll on the garments of the Corregidor. 

Ho instantly paused. Then gradually his face became lit 
up with a certain glee, a delight, an air of triumph—^until at 
last he gave way to a moit frightful laugh, suppressing 
'all noise so as not to disturb any one above stairs. 
At the same time he thrust his lists into his sides that ho 
might not burst, and trembled like one in an epileptic lit, 
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concluding by letting bimself sink into a chair until the con¬ 
vulsion of sarcastic rejoicing jjassed away. It was the very 
laugh of a Mephistopheles. He did not rest long, for he was 
soon proceeding to undress himself with feverish haste. Ho 
placed his own clothes on the same chairs on which those of 
the Corregidor were hanging; then put on all the garments 
of the latter, from the buckled shoes to the three-cornered 
hat; he girded on the sword, envekped himself in the red 
cloak, took the stick and the gloves, and wont forth from the 
mill walking in the direction of the city, balancing himself 
in the peculiar fashion of Don Eugenio de Zuniga, and 
muttering to himself from time to time this phrase, which 
epitomised all his thoughts : 

“ The Corregidor’s wife is pretty as well as mine." 


XXL 

ON QUAKD, SIR ! 

Let Us now abandon Uncle Lucas, and infottn outselves of 
what liad transpired at the mill since we left Frasquita there 
alone till her husband returned to it, and found* such stu¬ 
pendous changes there. An hour might have passed after 
Lucas went away with Tonuelo, when the afflicted Navarrese 
—who had proposed to herself not to go to bed before her 
husband returned, and who was ksittiug in their bed-room, 
situated on the upper floor—heard, some piteous cries outsTde 
the house, not far from the channel of the mill stream. 

“ Help! I am drowning ! Frasquita ! Frasquita 1" 
exclaimed a man’s voice, with all tie accents of despair. 

“If it were Lucas!” thought the Xavarrescj full of a terror 
which it is uuneccssavy toVlescribei 

E 2 
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In the bedroom there was a small door, of which Gardufia 
had already spoken, and which opened upon the mill dam. 
Frasquita unfastened it without hesitation, inasmuch as she 
had not recognised the voice that was imploring her help, and 
found herself face to face with the Corregidor, who at that 
moment emerged from the sluice, dripping wet. 

“ May heaven forgive me,” stammered the infamous old 
fellow, “ I thought that F was drowning.” 

“What! is it youl What is the matter? How dare you 1 
Why do you cortij here at this time ? ” cried Frasquita, with 
more indignation than fright, but receding mechanically. 

“ Silence I Silence, woman !" stammered tlie Corregidor, 
stealing into the room behind her. “I tell you I was 
near being drowned. The water was carrying me away like 
a feather. Look at my clothes I ” 

“ Be off! Be off from here! ” replied Frasquita, with 
greater vehemence. “You have nothing to explain to me. 
I understand it all too well. What would it matter to me if 
you were drowned ? Did I send for you ? What infamy ! 
For this you have had my husband taken off! ” 

“ Woman, listen! ” 

“ I will not listen ! Go away directly, Seuor Corregidor. 
Go away, or I will not be responsible for your life! ” 

“ What do you say ? ” 

“ What you hear. My husband is not in the house, but I 
am sufficient of myself to make it respected. Go away where 
yon came from, unless yott wish me to throw you into the 
water again with my own'hands I ” 

“ Hush! hush! Do not cry out so loudly; I am not deaf! ” 
exclaimed the old libertine. * If I am here, it is with some 
reason. I cftmc to free XJhcle Lucas, whom a mayor has had 
arrested by a mistake. But, first of all, I must have my 
clothes dried. I am wet to the ,skiu.” 
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“ I tell you to be off! ” 

“ Silence, fool! You don’t know what you are saying. 
Look ! Here I have the nomination of your nephew. 
Light a fire, and let us speak together. For the rest, 
whilst luy clothes are drying I will lie down in this bed.” 

“ It is so, is it ? You declare that you are come here for 
my sake? For this you have had my Lucas arrested? You 
bring me the nomination, do you ? Gracious heaven ! What 
does the ugly wretch take me for ? ” 

“Frasquita, I am the Corregidor!” 

“ If you were the King it would be the same to me. I am 
the wife of my husband and the mistress of my house. Do 
you think that I am afraid of Corregidors ? I can go to Madrid 
and the end of the world to demand justice against the im¬ 
pertinent old wretch who thus abuses his authority. And to¬ 
morrow morning I will put on my mantle and go and see your 
wife.” 

“You will not do so,” replied the Corregidor, losing 
his temper or clianging his tactics. “ You will do nothing of 
the kind, for I will shoot you if I find you do not listen to 
reason.” 

“ Shoot me ?” exclaimed Seiia Frasquita in a hollow voice. 

“ Shoot you, yes; and no harm would result to me. I left 
word in the city that I should be out to-night after some 
criminals, so don’t be a fool, and love me, as I adore you.” 

“ Sefior Corregidor, you will shoot me ? ” again said the 
Navarrese, throwing her arms behifid her and inclining hgr 
body forward, as if to throw herself on her adversary. 

“ If you touch me I will shoot you, and I shall thus find 
myself free from your threats* and from your beauty,” re¬ 
sponded the Corregidor, alarmed, aAd pulling oul^a pair oT 
pocket pistols. 

“ Pistols, loo, and in your other pocliet the nomination of 
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my nephew,” said Sefia Frasquita, nodding her head np and 
down. “Then, Seftor, niy decision is no longer doubtful. 
Wait a moment till I light a fire.” And thus speaking, she 
hastened towards the staircase and descended it in three 
bounds. 

The Corregidor took the light and followed the miller’s 
wife, fearing that she might escape, but he was obliged to 
descend much less quickly, and when he arrived at the 
kitchen he stumbled against the Navarrese, who was return¬ 
ing to seek him. 

“ So you said you were going to shoot me,” exclaimed that 
indomitable woman, taking a step backwards. “Then, on 
guard, sir ! for I am so already.” 

As she spoke she thrust in his face the fonuidablc 
blunderbuss that plays such a notable part in this story. 

“ Hold, miserable woman ! What are you going to do ? ” 
cried the Corregidor, almost dead with fright. “ My shoot¬ 
ing you was all a joke. Look, the pistols are not loaded. 
But, what I said of the nomination is true. Here, take it 
—I make you a present of it gratis; yes, for nothing. It is 
yoursd” And with trembling hands he’ placed it on the 
table. ^ 

“Ah! that’s well!” said the Navarrese. “To-morrow it 
will serve to light the fire when I cook my husband’s break¬ 
fast. I do not want anything from you, and if my nephew 
comes here it will be to trample on the ugly hand that has 
written his name on that vile paper. I tell you again, go 
out of this hoi'se ; out, quickly ! My monkey is getting up.” 

The Corregidor made no reply to this address. He had 
become livid, almost blue, his eyes seemed to be starting out 
of his head^ and an ague-like trembling shook his whole body. 
At last his teeth began to chatterj and he sunk on the ground, 
seized with a convulsiif 3 fit. The fright which his falling into 
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the sluice had given him, the thorough wetting of allhis clothes, 
the violent scone in the bed-room, and the fear of the blunder¬ 
buss, which the Navarreso pointed at him, had completely 
exhausted the strength of the weak old fellow. 

“ I am dying,” he stammered. “ Call Gardufia. He is out¬ 
side—by the river bank. I must not die in this house.” 
Ho closed his eyes and remained as if dead. 

“ He will die as ho says,” exclaimed Frasquita. “ But this 
is the blackest trick of all. What shall I do with this man 
in my house 1 What would they say of ntf if ho should die f 
Wliat would Lucas s' y 1 IIow shall I be able to justify myself, 
when it was I who opened thedoor to him ? Oh, no 11 must not 
remain here with him. I must go in search of my husband. 
I must cause a scandal rather than compromise my honour.” 

HaviJg taken this resolution, she put down the blunder¬ 
buss, went to Ihe yard, caught the donkey there, harnessed it 
after a fashion, opened the outer gate, mounted the animal 
with a bound, and went towards where Gardufia had been 
l(>ft standing. 

“ Gardufia! Gardufia !” she cried, as she approached thespot. 

“Here I am,” replied the constable, appearing from behind 
a fence. “ Is it you, Sena Frasquita? ” 

“ Yes, it is I. Go to the mill and help your inaster, who 
is dying.” 

“What do you say 1 ” 

“ What you hear.” 

“ And you 1 Where are you going at this hour ? ” 

“ I—I am going to the city for a doctor. Get out of the 
road ! ” replied Sefia Frasquita, giving her donkey a dig with 
her heel, and Gardufia a kick <hi the chest. But she took the 
road to the village where her husba&d had gone Avjth TofiueTf), 
and not the road to the ci|jj', as she had just said was her 
intention. 
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Gai'dufia did not notice this last circnmstancc, but at once 
made for the mill, taking enormous strides and muttering to 
himself as he went: 

“ Gone for a doctor! She cannot do more. But he is a 
weak old wight. What an occasion to become ill! Heaven 
gives dainties to those who cannot eat them.” 


XXII. 

CAUDUNA JIUIiTlPLIBS HIMSELF. 

When Gardufla reached the mill the Corrogidov was 
beginning to recover consciousness, and was trying to raise 
liimself from the ground, while by his side was tlio lamp 
that his worship had brought downstairs from the bedroom. 

“Has she gone away?” was the first phrase uttered by 
Don Eugenio. 

“Who?” 

“ That demon ; I mean the miller’s wife." 

“ Yes, Senor, she has gone; and I don’t tliink .she was in a 
very good temper.” 

“ Ah ! Gardufla, I am dying.” 

“ But what is the matter ? ” 

“ I have fallen into the sluice and am soaked througlu My 
bones are aching with colci” 

“ Well, well. I’ll soon pi,\t you to rights.” 

‘^Gardufla, take care what you are saying.” 

“ I am saying nothing, Sefior.” 

“ Weil, well, get me out of this mess.” 

‘"'Directly, Senor. You V/ill see that I’ll arrange everything 
in a trice.” 

Thus spoke the officer; and he instantly took up the lamp 
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with one hand while he placed the other under the Corre- 
gidor’s arm, then led him to the bedroom, stripped him stark 
naked, put him to bed ; got an armful of wood, went to the 
kitclien, made a great fire; brought down his master’s 
clothes, placed them on the backs of several chairs; lit a 
second lamp, hung it on a nail of the dresser, and again 
iiscended tlie stiiire to the bedroom, 

“How are we getting on!” he asked Don Eiigenio, 
raising the lamp to observe his face. 

“ Admirably. I tlvink I am getting in a»perspiration. To 
morrow I shall hang you, Gardufia.” 

“Whj’, Senor.” 

“ Do you dare to ask me 1 Do you think that, following out 
the plan that you traced, I expected to lie down alone in this 
])ed, after receiving the sacrament of baptism for the second 
time. To-morrow I will certainly hang you.” 

“ But tell me all about it. Sena Frasquita-” 

“Sena Frasquita has tried to assassinate me; that is all 
I’ve obtained from your counsels. I tell you I will hang you 
to-morrow morning.” 

“ Something less than that, Senor Corregidor.” 

“ Wiry so, impertinent 1 Because you see me here, pros¬ 
trate'!” 

“ No, Sefior. I say so because Sofia Frasquita has not 
shown herself so inhuman as your worship relates, since she 
has gone to the city to procure a doctor.” 

“Just heaven! Are you sure that she has gone to Jj)ie 
city ? ” exclaimed Don Eugenio, more overcome than ever. 

“ At least, she told me so.” 

“ Eun, run, Gardufia ! Oh?I am lost, without any how ! 
Do you know why she has gone^to the city’t. To relme 
everything to my wife ; Ip tell her that I am here ! Oh ! 
good heavens ! How could I have exfrected that ? I thought 
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she would go to the village in search of her husband, and, 
as I have him there well looked after, her journey didn’t 
trouble me. But to go to the city ! Gardufia, run, run, and 
prevent my ruin! Prevent her from entering my house.” 

“And your worship Avill not hang mo if I succeed in doing 
so!” 

“ On the contrary, I will make you a present of a pair of 
shoes in very good condition, which are too big for me. 
There, I will give you whatever you ask.” 

“ Then I will fiy ! Sleep quietly, your worship. Within 
half-an-hour I shall l)e back, after seeing the Navarrese 
safe in prison. I think I can go a little more swiftly than 
a donkey.” Garduna then disappeared. 

It was during the officer’s absence that the miller looked 
through the key-hole, and saw what we have already de¬ 
scribed 

Let us now leave the Corregidor perspiring in his strange 
bed, and Garduna running towards the city, where Lucas was 
soon to follow him, with the adornments of a three-cornered 
hat and a scarlet cloak ; and, having given ourselves wings, 
we will fly in the direction of the village, ‘ in pursuit of the 
valourous Sena Frasquita. 


XXIIL 

AGAIN THE DESERT AND THE VOICES. 

The only adventure that befel the Navarrese on her journey 
from the mill to the village, Was a little fright that she ex¬ 
perienced at observing some one strike a light in the middle 
of a field path. 

“ If it should be onq of the Corregidor’s constables about 
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to stop mo,” thought the miller’s wife. Then there was a 
braying at the same spot. “ Donkeys in the field at this 
hour!” continued Frasquita to herself. “There is no farm 
or cottage about here ; phantoms are having it all their own 
way to-night.” At tliis moment her own animal tliought it 
opportune to bray in reply. 

“ Silence, wretch! ” said tlie Ifavarrese, sticking a pin into 
her steed. And fearing she might tneet with some one whom 
she would rather not encounter, she guided the beast off from 
the road and made it trot along the bye-pwths. 

But she was soon tranquillized on perceiving that the 
man who struck the light, and the donkey who first brayed, 
constituted a single entity, and that this entity had dis¬ 
appeared, flying in a direction contrary to the one she was 
taking. 

“ A greater coward than I am is there ! ” she exclaimed, 
smiling at her own and the stranger’s fears. 

And without any other accident she arrived at the village 
by half-past eleven o’clock. 


XXIV. 

A KING OP THAT TIME. 

The Mayor was fast asleep, his back towards that of his better- 
half, thus forming the well-known figure of the Austrian 
eagle with two heads, when Tonuelo knocked at the door of 
the nuptial chamber, and informed Seiior Juan Lopez that 
Sena Frasquita, the mistress df the mill, wished to speak to 
him. 

We do not purpose tg mention all the grumbling and 
swearing that accompanied the acts of awakening and dress- 
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ing on the part of the Mayor, but we will pass at once to 
the moment when the miller’s wife saw him, stretching his 
limbs like a gymnast exercismg his muscles, and exclaiming 
in the middle of an interminable ya^vn: 

“ I hope you are well, Seiia Frasquita; but what brings 
you here ? Did not Tonuelo tell you to remain at the mill t 
Do you disobey authority in this manner ? ” 

“I want to see my Lucas !” replied the Navarresc; “I 
must see him directly. Let him be told his wife is here ; 1 
must see him.” " 

“ I must! I must! Sefiora, do you forget that you are 
speaking to the King ?” 

“ Don’t talk to me of your kings, Sofior Juan ; I am not 
here to be laughed at. You know too well what has 
happened to mo. You know too well why my husband has 
been arrested.” 

“ I know nothing, Sofia Frasquita. And in regard to 
your husband ho is not arrested, but is sleeping as tranquilly 
as if he were in his own house, and is treated as I always 
treat my guests. Tonuelo, go to the loft and tell Uncle 
Lucas to wake up, and come here at once.’ ISTow, Sefiora, 
tell me aU ^.hat has taken place. Were you afraid to sleep 
alone t 

“ Do not be so shameless, Seiior Juan. You know very 
well that your jokes arc not to my taste. What has 
happened to me is very simple. You and the Senor Cor- 
regidor have tried to ruin me, but have been disappointed. 
I am here without needing to blush, and the Senor Coiregidor 
remains in the mill in an almost dying condition.” 

T^'e Corregidor dying !, Sefiora, do you know what yon 
are saying!” ‘ 

“Wliat you hear. He has fallen into the sluice and 
almost drorvned himsell, or got a cold on his lungs, or I 
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know not what. Bat that is a matter for his wife, I come 
in search of my husband, and intend to go to-morrow 
morning to Madrid, where I shall relate all that has occurred 
to the King.” 

“The deuce !” murmured Juan. “Here, Manuela, girl, 
go and harness the mule. Sena Frasquita, I am going to the 
mill It will be a bad thing for you if you’ve done the 
Sefior Corregidor any harm.” 

“ Senor Mayor! Senor Mayor 1” exclaimed Tonuek), enter¬ 
ing the room more dead than alive, “ Un?ie Lucas is not in 
the loft. His donkey is gone from the stable, and the 
yard-door is open, so that the bird has flown! ” 

“ What do you say 1 ” cried Sefior Juan Lopez. 

“ Holy Virgin 1 What awful things are now happening 
in my house ! ” exclaimed Frasquita, “ Make haste, Sefior 
Mayor, let us lose no time. My husband will kill the Corre¬ 
gidor if he finds him there at this time of night.” 

“ Then you think that XJncle Lucas is at the mill ? ” 

“ Have I any reason not to think so 1 I say more. When 
I was coining hero I passed him on the road without 
knowing it. It was he, no doubt, who struck a light in 
the middle of the path. Good heavens 1 
thinks that animals have more intelligence than human 
beings ! For you must know, Senor Juan, that our two 
donkeys rocogni-sed and saluted each other, whilst my Lucas 
and I neither saluted nor recognised each other.” 

“ Bother your Lucas ! But now let us be off,” said Jjhe 
Mayor, “ and then wo shall sec what is to be done with you 
all. No one shall play trick.s with me. I am the King ! 
But not a King like the one have now in Madrid, butlij cc 
him at Seville, who was called Don Pedro the Cr’iel. Come, 
Manuela, bring me my stiejj, and tell your mistress that I am 
going out.” 
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The seivaiit, who was certainly a prettier j-irl than either the 
Mayor’s wife or public morals approved of, obeyed, and, as 
the mule was already harnessed, Senor Juan and Frasquita 
set out for the mill, followed by the indispensable Tonuelo. 


XXV. 

gabduna’s stab. 

Let us precede them, bearing in mind that we have the 
right to travel more quickly than any one else. 

Garduna had already returned to the mill, after having 
searched for Sena Frasquita through aU the streets of the 
city. 

The astute officer had called on his way at the Corrogidor’s 
residence, where he found everything quiet. The doors 
were open as in the middle of the day, as was the custom 
when the authority was exercising his sacred functions 
abroad. On the staircase landing and in an ante-chamber 
various officials were asleep, waiting for their master •, but, 
on hearing Garduna arrive, two or three of them roused 
themselves, and asked their immediate chief: 

“ Is the Senor coming! ” 

“ No; be quiet. I have come to see if anything has 
happened in the house*” 

^“Nothing.” , 

'“And the Senora?” 

“ Retired to her apartment.” 

“Hasn’t a woman come in^ihis way a little while ago ?’* 

“ No one has been hei'e all the night.” 

“Then don’t let any one enter, whoever he may be and what¬ 
ever he may say. On the contrary, if any one comes and 
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asks for the Corregidor or his lady, seize him and take 
him off to prison.” 

It seems that to-night you are after some birds of con¬ 
sequence,” said one of the constables. 

“ Big game,” added another. 

“ Very big,” replied Gardufia, solemnly. “ You may sup¬ 
pose that the affair is very delicate, seeing that the Corregidor 
and I are doing the hunting by ourselves. Well, good-bye 
for the present.” 

“ Good-bye,” they all replied, saluting Gardufia. 

“ My star is becoming eclipsed,” murmured the latter, on 
leaving the Corrcgidor’s residence. “ Even women take me 
in now. The miller’s wife has gone to the village in search 
of her husband instead of going to the city. Poor Gardufia, 
what has become of your scent 1” And talking to himself in 
this way, he took the road back to the mill.' 

The officer had good reason to complain of the loss of his 
old powers of scent, for he did not notice a certain indi¬ 
vidual who was hiding himself at that moment behind some 
osiers at a short distance from the city, and muttering these 
words within his scarlet cloak : 

“ Take care, my boy ; here comes Gardiofia. Ho must not 
see me.” 

It was Uncle Lucas, dressed as the Corregidor, going to¬ 
wards the city, repeating from time to time his diabolical 
jihrase, 

“ The Corregidor’s wife is prottji as well as mine.” 

Gardufia passed without seeing him, and the false 
Corregidor left his hiding-place and entered the town. Soon 
afterwards the officer arrived itt the mill, as we have already 
indicated. 
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XXVI. 

REACTION. 

The Corregidor was stiU in bed, just as Uncle Lucas had 
seen Mm through the keyhole. 

“What a good sweating I have had, Gardunal It has 
saved mo from an illnesfi;” ho exclaimed as soon as his 
mynnidon entered the room. “ And Sena Frasquita 1 
Have you got h^r? Has she come with you? Has she 
spoken to my wife?” 

“ The miller’s wife, Sefior,” answered Gardufia bitterly, 
“ has deceived me like the idiot I am, and has without doubt 
gone to the village in search of her spouse. Pardon iny 
dullness.” 

“ That is still better,” said the Corregidor, whoso eyes 
shone with devilish malignitj'. “ All is saved, then! Before 
morning Sena Frasquita and Uncle Lucas shall be on their 
Avay to the prison of the Inquisition, tied tail to tail, and will 
there rot without being able to relate their night’s adventures 
to any ona Bring me my clothes, Gaplufia; they nm.st 
be dry by this time. Bring them to me quick and help to 
dress me. The lover will soon transform himself into a 
Corregidor.” 

Garduna went down to the kitchen for Bon Eugenio’s 
clothes. 
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XXVII. 

IN THE kino’s name. 

In the meanwliile, Sena Frasquita, Seiior Juan Lopez, and 
Tofiuelo were making their way towards the mill, where 
they arrived a few minutes afterwards. 

“ I wdll enter first, ” exclaimed the Mayor; “ I am the 
law ! Follow me, Tofiuelo; and ^u, Sena Frasquita, wait 
at the door till I call you.” 

Scilor Juan Lopez then entered the ya*l and saw hy the 
light of the moon a man almost hump-backed, dressed like the 
miller in a jacket and breeches of grey cloth, a black sash, 
blue stockings, a plush cap, and a cloak thrown over his 
idjoulilers. 

“It is he ! ” cried the Mayor. “ In the King’s name 
surrender yourself. Uncle Lucas ! ” 

The man tided to retire into the mill. 

“ Give yourself up,” cried Tofiuelo in his turn, throwing 
himself upon him and seizing him by the neck, whilst he 
apjtlied his knees to the jioor man’s spine and brought him 
to the earth. At, the same time, another kind of wild 
animal leaped upon Tofiuelo, and, seizing him by the waist, 
inilled liim to the ground and began striking him all over. 
It was iSefia Frasquita, who exclaimed : 

“ Wretch ! leave go of my Lucas.” 

Upon tills, another individual, who apiroared on the scone 
leading a donkey by the teidje, ])la«ed himself between tjje 
two and tried to save Tofiuelo. It was Oardufia, who, taking 
the village constable for Don Eugenio do Zuniga, said to the 
miller’s wife: 

“ Senora, respect my master.” And then he ittshed her 
down in turn on her bacik upon the top of the other 
constable. 

E 
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Sena Frasquita, finding herself between tw'o fires, gave 
Garduua such a kick in the stomach that ho fell plump on 
the ground. So, including him, there were now four persons 
down. Scnor Juan Lopez, in the meantime, prevented the 
supposed Uncle Lucas from rising by planting a foot on his 
ribs. 

“ Garduna ! help ! In the name of the King ! I am the 
Corregidor,” he cried at Jast, finding that the Mayor’s hoof, 
shod with stout oxhide, was beginning to smash his side in. 

“ The Corregidor ! can it be true,” said Senor Juan Lopez 
in a state of terror. 

“ The Corregidor! ” repeated all present. 

And in a very short time they were all standing on fheir legs. 

“ To prison, every one of you ! ” exclaimed Don Eugenio 
de Zufiiga. “ Everybody to the scaffold ! ” 

“But, Sefior,” said Senor Juan, throwing himself on his 
knees, “ won’t your woisbij) pardon me for having unknow¬ 
ingly ill-treated you 1 How could I recognise, your worship 
in that common attire ? ” 

“Barbarian !’’ rejdied the Corregidor. “1 was forced to 
put some clothes or other on. Don’t you know that mine 
have been stolen. Don’t you know that a gang of thieves 
headed by Uncle Lucas——” 

“ You lie,” cried the JIavarrese. 

“Listen to me, Sena Frasquita, said Garduna, drawing 
her on one side. “ If you don’t put things right he wdll 
hang us all, beginning w’tli Uncle Lucas,” 

“ Birt whatever has happened ! ” asked Sena Frasquita. 

“ Uncle Lucas is going about the city dressed as the 
Corregidor; and God knows’ but he may have arrived in his 
disguise e,ven at the .sleeping apartnumt of the Corregidor’.s 
lady.” Then the oCBcer (old her in four words all that we 
already know. 
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“Good heavens!” exclaimed Frasquila. “Then my 
husband believes nie dishonoured; and has gone to the city 
lo avenge, himself! Let us hasten there tliat I may bo 
justified in the eyes of my Lucas.” 

“ Yes; let us go to the city and prevent him from 
speaking to my wife and relating to her all the absurdities 
which he may have iraagiiu'-J,” said the Corregidor, trying to 
scramble upon one of the donkeys, “Just helj) me to 
mount, Sefior Mayor.” 

“ Let us go to the city,” added Garduiia, “ and may it 
have pleased heaven, Seiior Corregidor, that Uncle Lucas has 
contented himself with merely sjieaking to the Sefuu'a.” 

“ What do you say, wretch ! ” interrupted Don Eugenio. 
“Do you believe he is capable-” 

“ Of anything,” replied Sena Frastpiita. 


XXVlll. 

“ AVB MAKIA 1‘OiasSlMA I UALF-rAST TWELVE AKD A CALM 

KIGHT.” 

Such was the cry of the night watchman, as Wie miller’s 
wife and the Corregidor, each riding on one of the miller’s 
donkeys, Senor Juan Lopez on his mule, and the two 
constables on foot, amved at the door of the Corregidor’s 
abode. The door was closed. It might have been said that 
both the government and the governed had done worlf for 
that day. 

“Bad,” thought Garduha,» who knocked two or thue 
times. A long iutcu val elajwd, blit ihe dooj‘ wa.s no*i^f3lcd, 
nor any answc)- given. 

Sena Frasquita became*paler tlmn wax. The Corregidor 



THE THEEE-CORNERED HAT. 

liad iilrcady half bitten off the finger nails of lx)th hands, 
No one said a word. 

Bang! hang! bang! Blows and more blows were sncces- 
sively applied to the door of the Corregidor’s house by the 
two constables, and by Senor Juan Lopez. But nothing 
came of them. No one replies; no one opens. Not a fly 
is heard moving. All that was ‘audible was the low murmur 
of a fountain in the courtyard. So passed a few minutes 
which appeared long as eternity. 

At last, about ore o’clock, a small M'indow on the second 
floor was opened, and a feminine voice cried ; 

“ Who is it 1 ” 

“ That’s the nurse,” murmured Garduna. 

“ r,” replied Don Eugenio. “ Open ! ” 

An instant of silence ensued. 

“ And who are youl” asked the nurse. 

“ Why, can’t you hear? I am the master, the Corregidor!” 

There was another pause. 

“ Good-night to you,” replied the good woman. “ My 
master came homo an hour ago, and went to bed at once. 
You go to bed yourselves, and sleep off the vdne you’ve got in 
your skiii.s.” 

The window was closetl .suddenly ; and Sena Frasquita 
covered her face with her hands. 

“Nurse!” roared the Corregidor, almost beside hiimself, 
“Do you not hear me telling you to open the door? Do 
you^want me to hang you as well a,s the others ? ” 

The window was again opened. 

“ But let me see,” .said tlie niirse. “ Who are you to be 
shouting out like that ? ” ‘ 

“ r aiu thp Corregidor ! ’ 

“ What a fib! Didn’t I t(^^l you that the Senor 
Corregidor came home before twelve o’clock, and that I saw 
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him with my own eyes shut himself up in mistress’s room. 
Do you want to make game of me 1 Only wait a moment, 
and you shall have something,” 

At the same instant, the door was suddenly opened, and 
a dai'k cloud of servants and constables, armed with 
cudgels, rushed upon the individuals outside, exclaiming 
furiously : 

“ iNow, then, where is the rasctd calling himself the 
Corregidor 1 Whore is the joker, the drunkard 1 ” 

There was a tremendous fight of demons in the obscurity, 
without any one knowing who -was who, and the Corregidor, 
-Cardufia, Sefior Juan, and Tonuelo all canu! in for their 
share of blows. 

It was the second be.ating that the night’s fidventure had 
cost Don Eugenio, besides the sousing in the water at the 
mill. 

Sena Frasquita, who had separated herself from the com¬ 
batants, wept for the first time in her life. 

“ Lucas ! Lucas ! ” she .said, “ aud you have doubted me ; 
and arc clasping another in your arms. Ah! there is no cure 
for our misfortune.” 


XXIX. 

THE MOON COMES FKOM BEHIND THE CLOUDS, 

“ What scandal is this 1 ” suddenly exclaimed a calm vc»ce, 
of majestic and gracious tone, which sounded above all the 
din. Those outside the house raised their heads and 
saw a woman di eased in black on| the principal bajcQ,Tj->,of 
the building. 

“ The mistress,” said th« servants, suspending operations. 
“ My wife,” stammered Don Eugenio. 
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“ Let the gentlemen come in. The Sefior CoiTegidor says 
that he permits it,” ailded the lady. 

The servants gave way, and Zuiliga and his companions 
entered the house and proceeded up the hack staircase. J^o 
culprit has ever ascended the scaffold with a less secure step 
and more trembling mien thandhe Corregidor mounted his 
own stairs. The idea of ^lis possible dishonour grieved him 
more than all the misfortunes of the night, and than even 
the ridiculous situation in which he found himself. 

Before everything, he thought to himself, “ 1 am a 
Zuniga and a Ponco de Leon ! Woe to those who have; 
forgotten it! Woe to my wife if she has dishonored my 
name! ” 


XXX. 

AN ARISTOCRATIC LADY. 

The Corregidor’s wife received her husband and his rustic- 
suite in the principal room of the house. She was alone, 
standing, and had her eyes fixed on the door. She was a 
very grand lady, still youthful, of placid and severe beauty, 
more fit for the Christian pencil than the Heathen chisel, and 
was attired with all the nobility and seriousness that the 
taste of the period permitted. Her dress, made with a short 
and tight skirt, and puffed and slashed sleeves, was of black 
bofnbazine; a lace neckerchief, of a yellowish tinge, covered 
her admirable shoulders, and long mittens, of black tulle, 
the greater part of her alabaster arms. She was majestically 
fajfiriiig. herself with a Hrgo fan from the Phillipinc Isles, 
and held in her other hand a lace handkerchief, the four 
corners of which dangled, with a Symmetrical regularity, that 
accorded with her attjtude and her .slightest movements. 
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This beautiful woman, who might liave been a Queen or an 
Abbess, inspired respect and esteem in all who regarded her. 
Besides, the splendour of her attire at such an- hour, tHe 
gravity of her mien, and the many lights that shone in the 
room proved that the Corregidors wife had sought to give 
to the scene a theatrical solemnity, and also a ceremonial 
tone, contrasting with the gros.s and vulgar character of 
her husband’s adventure. 

In conclusion, let us mention that this lady was called 
Dona Mercedes Oarvillo de Albornoz y Espinosa de los 
Menteros, and was the descendant of the moat illustrious 
warriors the city had produced. Her family, for motives of 
wordly vanity, had induced her to marry the old and 
wealthy Corregidor, and she, who otherwise would have 
been a nun, for her natural inclination drew her towards tho 
cloisters, consented to that dolorous sacrifice. But let us 
return to our talc. 


XXXi. 

TIT-POR-TAT. 

As soon as the Corregidor ai)pe;ared before Ins wife, he 
exclaimed: 

“ Mercedes, I wish to know immediately-” 

“ What, ITnclo Lucas, you here ! ” interrupted his lady. 
“ Has some misfortune happeueebat the mill ?” 

“ Senora, I am not to be trifled with,” replied tlie 6oiTe- 
gidor, who looked as savage as a wild animal. “ Before 
entering into explanations oh mj^ side, I want to know what 
has become of my honour ? ” 

“That is not my afiQjir; did you deposit it with me?’’ 
calmly asked Dona Mercedes, 
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“Yes, Senora, with you,” replied Don Eugenio, “ Women 
are the depositaries of the honour of their husbands.” 

“Then ask your wife for it; she is listening to us.” And 
Sena Frasquita, who had remained at the door of the room, 
gave vent to a kind of roar. “ Come in, Seflora, and sit 
down,” added the Corregidor’s lady, addressing herself to the 
Navarrese with majestic dignity. And, as she spoke, she 
herself took a place upon IfUe sofa. 

The generous Frasquita could then understand all the 
grandeur of the acMdh of the injured wife—doubly injured, 
perchance, and raising herself to an equal height, she over¬ 
came her native impetuo.sity, and preserved a dolorous 
silence. It is not necessary to say that, secure of her 
own innocence and strength, Sena Frasquita was in no hurry 
to defend herself. She had accusations to make, and many; 
but certainly not against the Corregidor’s lady. It was with 
Uncle Lucas she wished to settle accounts, and Uncle Lucas 
was not there. 

“ Sena Frasquita,” repeated the noble lady, seeing that the 
Navarrese had not moved a jot, “ I told you you could come 
in and sit down.” 

This secojid invitation was made with a voice more affec¬ 
tionate and sympathetic than at first. It might be said that 
the Corregidor’s -wife, on observing the quiet mien, and 
almost matchless feminine beauty of the other woman, had 
divined by instinct that she had not to do with a low and 
contemptible being, but mther with one unfortunate like 
herself—unfortunate, yes, by the mere fact of having known 
the Corregidor. The two women, who had considered thera- 
selv es yiv als. exchanged gjances of peace and 'pardon, and 
noted, with astonishment, that their hearts met in mutual 
sympathy, like those of two sisters who recognized one 
another. Enjoying these sweet emotions, the miller’s wife 
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swept majestically into the room, and seated lierself on the 
edge of a chair. While at the mill, anticipating that she 
might have to make some visits of importance in the city, 
she had adjusted her toilette, and put on a deeply fringed 
hlack woollen mantilla that became her divinely. She seemed 
quite a lady. 

As regards the Con-egidor, fie had kept silence during this 
^pispdo. Frasquita’s outcry, and *her appearance on the 
scene, could not do less than stertlg him. She caused him 
more terror than his wife. 

“ Come, Uncle iLucas,” continued Doiia Mercedes, addre.?s- 
ing her husband. “ Hero you have Sefia Frasquita. Will 
you state your business 1 ” 

“ Mercedes,” cried the Cori'egidor, “ by the keys of 
heaven, it m clear that you don’t know what I am capable 
of! Again I conjure you to put joking aside and tell me all 
that has passed during my absence. Where is that man ?” 

“Who! my husband? He is getting up, and will soon bo 
here. 

“ Getting uj)! ” roared Don Eugenio. 

“ You are astonished? Then, where do you think a good 
man should be at this time of night, if not in his OA^n house, 
in his own bed, and sleeping with his legitimate spouse, as 
God oi-dem.” 

“Mercedes, think of what you are saying. Do not 
forget that others hear us. Do not forget that I am the 
Corregidor! ” 

“Do not raise your voice to me like that. Uncle Lucas, or 
I will give orders to have you taken off to prison,” replied 
the Corregidor’s wife rising. 

“ I to prison !—I, the Corregidor of the city I ” 

“The Corregidor of the »ity, the representative of justice, 
the deputy of the King,” replied tfie great lady with a 
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severity and an energy -whicli drowned the voice oi the 
false miller, “ arrived at his honse at the proper time, to rest 
from the noble duties of his office, so that he might to-morrow 
continue to protect the honour and the lives of the citizens, 
the sanctity of their domestic hearths, and the modesty of 
women; thus preventing any pne from being able to enter, 
disguised as a Corregidor^or otherwise, into the bedroom of a 
strange woman, from surprising virtue in its careless reiwse, 
from abusing its chaste sleei).” 

“ Mercedes ! What is it that you are saying ? ” hissed out 
the Corregidor. “ If it is true that tliis has occurred in my 
house, I say you are a vile, perfidious, licentious woman.” 

“To whom is this man speaking?” interrupted the Cowe- 
gidor’s wife disdainfully, and looking at those present. “ Who 
is this fool 1 Who is this drunkard ? I cannot believe that 
he is a respected miller like Uncle Lucas, although he is 
dressed in his peasant’s clothes. SefiorJuan Lopez, believ(i 
me,” she continued, addressing the terrified Alcalde, “my 
husband, the CorrM^or of the city, arrived at this house two 
hours ago, with hi.^iree-cornered hat, his scarhd mantle, his 
sword, and his stick. The servants and officers who are now 
listcning^io me, ro.se and saluted him as he jrassed through 
the portal up the staircase, and into the ante-room. All the 
doom were immediately closed, and since that time no one has 
penetrated to my hearth except you. Is it so ? Answer there! ’ 

“ Is it true, it is quite true,” replied the nui’se, the seiwants, 
anfi the officers, all of whom, gi-ouped near the door, were 
present at this singular scene. 

“ Get out of here, everybody ! ” cried Don Eugenio, foam- 
ing'Tifcfc^he mouth. “G^rduCa! Gardufia! arrest those vile 
people who fail to treat me with respect. To prison, to the 
scaffold with them.!” But GaMufia did not put in an 
appearance. 
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“ Besides, Senor," continued Dona Mercedes, chan^ng 
her tone and deigning to look at her husband, and to treat 
him as such, fearful lest joking should reach an irremediable 
extreme, “ suppose that you are my husband. Suppose 
that you are Don Eugenio y Zufiiga y Ponce de Leon-” 

“ I am.” 

“ Suppose, besides, that some^bhinie rests on me for 
having mistaken for you a m.nn who entered my chamber 
dressed as the Corregidor.” 

“ Infamous ! ” cried out the old fellow; putting his hand 
whore his sword .should have been, but finding only the sash 
of a Murcian miller. 

The Navarreso covered her face with the boinler of her 
mantilla to hide the tears of jealousy in her eyes. 

“Let us suppose whatever you like,” continued Dona 
Mercedes, with unmistakeablo impassibility. “ But tell me 
this, sir, have you any right to complain t Can you accuse 
me as a prosecutor ? Can yon sentence me as a judge ? Do 
you come, perchance, from hearing a s«^Mon ? Or from con¬ 
fession 1 Or mass 1 And where do yom come from in that 
dress ? And witt tliat lady ? Where have yon pa.ssed the 
half of this nigljt 1 ” 

“ Excuse me,” began Sena Frasquita, suddenly^ rising up 
as if impelled by a spring, and boldly intervening )>etween 
the Corregidor and his wife. 

The former, who had been about to speak, remained with 
open mouth at seeing the Navarrese interfere. But Sofia 
Mercedes anticipated her and said : 

“ Sefiora, do not fatigue yourself to give me explanations. 
Ido not ask you for them; bui? here comes som^^.r.c ■who 
has a right to do so. Settle the matter with him.” 

At this moment the ddbr of an inner room opened, and 
Uncle Lucas made his appearance, d’-^ssed as the Corregidor 
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from head to foot, with stick, gloves, and sword, as if lie 
were presenting himself at a meeting of the corporation. 


XXXII. 

Faith moves iMountains. 

I WISH you all a very good evening,” said the last arrival 
taking off his three-cornered hat, and speaking in a smothered 
voice, like Don Bsgenio de Zuniga. Then he advanced 
further into the room, rocking himself from side to side, and 
kissed the hand of the Corregidor’s wife. 

All stood aghast. The resemhlance of Uncle Lucas to the 
true Corregidor was marvellous. The servants and even 
Senor Juan Lopez were unable to suppress a burst of 
laughter. 

Don Eugenio keenly felt this fresh insult, and rushed 
upon Uncle Lucas like a basilisk. But Frasquita’s muscular 
arm pushed him aside; and to avoid another push and 
consequent jeer, hy*^lordship drew back without saying a 
word. It was evident that this woman u*as born to tame 
the poor old man. 

Uncle Lucas turned paler than death when he saw his 
wife approach him; but he immediately recovered himself, 
and smiling horribly and putting his hand to his heart 
as if to prevent it from falling to pieces, said while still 
imitating the Corregidor: • 

“ 5od preserve you ! Sena Frasquita ! may I ask if you 
have sent the nomination to your nephew 1 ” 

should have seen (the Xavarrese, when she heard 
these words* She threw back her mantilla, raised her head 
with the pride of a lioness, and fixipg two eyes like poniards 
on the false Corregidor; said in his face: 
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“ I despise you, Lucas! ”■ 

All present thought she had spat on him. The gesture, 
the mien, the tone of voice, accentuated the phrase. 

On hearing his wife’s voice, the countenance of the 
miller underwent a transformation. A kind of inspiration, 
like that of religious faith, penetrated his soul, flooding it 
with light and joy. Thus*it was that, forgetting for a 
moment all he had seen and fancied he had seen at the mill, 
he exclaimed with tears in his eyes and sincerity on his lips : 

“ Then you are still my Frasquita t ” 

“No!” replie4 the Ifavarrese, beside herself. “ I am no 
longer your Frasquita. lam-Ask it of your actions to¬ 

night, and they will tell you what you have done with that 
heart which loved you so much !” 

She burst into tears. 

The Corregidor’s wife advanced towards Frasquita, and, 
without being able to restrain herself, clasped her in her 
arms with the greatest tenderness. 

Sefia Frasquita kissed her, without, however, knowing 
what she did; and, like a sobbing child':'that clings to her 
mother, stammered out: 

“ Seflora ! Senora ! how wretched I am! ” 

“ Not so wretched as you imagine,” replied the C^rregidor’s 
wife, who began to cry also. 

“ It is I who am wretched!” groaned Uncle Lucas, wiping 
away his tears, as if he were ashamed of shedding them. 

“ And I ! ” broke forth Don Eugenio, softened by the con¬ 
tagion of tears, or hoping to get out of trouble by the sifme 
humid way—I mean by the way of tears. “ Yes, it is true ! 
I am indeed a bad one ! A mon^r! A dissolute fellow 
who has at last got his deserts!” And he brokjj ^t into 
a melancholy bellow, clinging to the person of Senor .Juan 
Lopez. 
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The latter, and all the servants, wept in like manner; and 
at last ever 3 d;hing seemed to be quite settled, although, in 
fact, no explanations whatever had been given. 


xxxrii. 

D V O U ? 

UNCtB Lucas was the first who ceased to float in the sea of 
tears. Doubtless Jie began to recall what he had seen 
through the keyhole. 

“ Seiiores, let us settle accounts,” he said. 

“There are no accounts to be settled, Dncle Lucas,” 
exclaimed the Corregidor’s wife. “ Your wife is an angel! ” 

“ Yes; but-” 

“ No buts. Let her speak, and you will see how she will 
justify herself. Ever since I saw her my heart has told me 
that she was a saint, notwithstanding all you have related to 
me.” 

“Well, let her speak,” said Uncle Lucas. 

“ I’m not going to speak,” replied his wife, who, ho«'- 
ever, stammered forth, “ It is you who ought to speak out; 
for the tfuth is that you are-” 

But Sena Frasquita said no more, owing to the invincible 
respect that the Corregidor’s wife inspired in her. 

“ But you ? ” asked Uncle Lucas, again losing faith. 

“The question is not about her,” cried the Corregidor, 
whose jealopsy was returning. “ It is about you and this 
lady. Oh, Mercedes ! what have you to say ? ” 

“ And you 1 ” interrupted his wife, measiuing him with 
her eyTf’fi^un htsad to foot. 

And during some moments the iwo rtqieated a hundred 
times the same phrases : 
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“But you?” 

“Well, but you?” 

“No; you.” 

“ But how could you ? ” &c., &c. 

The interrogations would have been continued for ever 
had not the Corregidor’s wife at last said : 

“ Hold ; be silent now. ^e will discuss our affairs later 
on. What is at present urgent i^ to restore peace to the 
heart of Uncle Lucas—a very easy thing in my judgment; 
for I see Senor Juan Lopez and To fiue lo there, eager to 
justify Sena Frasquita.” 

“It is not necessary for men to justify me,” said the 
latter. “ I have two witnesses of greater credit, whom it 
cannot be said I have seduced or suborned.” 

“ And where are they ? ” said the miller. 

“ They are below, at the door.” 

“Then, with this lady’s permission, tell them to come 
up.” 

“ The poor creatures cannot do so.” 

“ Oh ! they are two women ? Come, that’s credible 
testimony, indeed! ’’ 

“ They are not two women—they are only two females.” 

“ Worse and worse. They must be two children. Do m* 
the favour to mention their names.” 

“One is called ‘Pinono’ and the other ‘ Liviana,’ ” 

“Our two donkeys! Frasquita, are you laughing at me?” 

“ No I am speaking very seriously I can prove to you 
by the testimony of our donkeys tliat I was not in the iiiill 
when you saw the Sefior Corregidor there.” 

“ Good heavens! Explain.” 

“ Hear me, Lucas, and die of sllame for having^doulfted 
my honour. Whilst you were coming from the village to 
our house, I was on my \?ay from our house to the village; 
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and consequently we crossed on th^ road. But you wore not 
in the roadway, you had stopped to strike a light in the 
middle of a side path.” 

“It is quite true that I stopped. Continue.” 

“ Thereupon your donkey brayed.” 

“Just so. Ah! how happy I am ! Speak ! speak ! Each 
of your words adds a year to my life." 

“ And the one in the rrad replied to the braying.” 

“ Yes, yes ! It seems to me as if I were hearing it.” 

“ They were Li-giana and Pinono recognising and saluting 
one another like good friends, whilst , we two neither 
recognised nor saluted-” 

“ Don’t say any more ! don’t say any more ! ” 

“ As we did not recognise one another,” continued Sefla 
Prasquita, “wo both -were frightened and fled in contrary 
directions. You sec, now, I -was not in the mill. If you 
want to know how it was you found the Senor Corregidor in 
our bed, feel the clothes you arc wearing, which are still 
damp, and they will tell you better than 1. His worship fell 
into the water at the mill, and Garduna undressed him and 
put him to bed. If you wish to know ,why I opened the 
door, it w'as because I thought it was you who wore drowning 
<i,nd calhrig for help. And, last of all, if you want to know 

all about the nomination-but I have no more to say for 

the present. When Ave are alone, I will inform you of that 
and other particulars, which I ought not to mention before 
this lady.” 

‘^All what Sena Prasquita has said is the pure truth,” 
cried Seflor Juan Lopez, desiring to ingratiate himself with 
Dona Mercedes, as ho saY it was she who commanded at 
the* Cor»fg^or’s. 

“All! AH!” added Tonuelo, following in the wake of 
his ma.ster. 
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“ Up to tho proBCut, all! ” added the Corregidor, very 
pleased that tho explanations of the Navarrese had gone no 
farther. 

“ Then you are innocent! ” exclaimed Uncle Lucas, 
yielding to overwhelming evidence. “My Frasquita! 
Frasfjiiita of my soul, pardon the injustice I have done you 
and let us embrace.” 

But his wife drew herself backTtnd said : 

“ That is a honso of another colour. Before I embrace 
you, I want to hear j/oui- exjrlanations.* * 

“I will give*them for myself and lor him,” said L'ona 
Mercedes. 

“ I’vo been expecting them for the last hour,” threw in 
tho Corregidor, pulling himself rqi. 

“ But I will not give them," continued tho lady, looking 
dkdainfully at her husband, “ until these gentlemen have 
changed clothes, and, even then, I will give them only to 
those who have a right to hear them.” 

“ Let us go and change,” said the Murcian to Don 
Eugenio, very glad at not having assassinated him, but still 
regarding him tvfth a hatred truly Moorish. “ Your worship’s 
apparel is suH’ocating me. I’ve been very wretched ever 
since I put it on.” 

“ Because you don’t understand it,” replied the Corregidor. 
“ I, on the contrary, am very desirous to resume it, in order 
to hang you, and half the world as well, if the explanations of 
my wife do not satisfy me.” 

His wife, who heard these words, tranquillised the 
company by a sweet smile, consonant to those guardian 
angels whose mission it is to proUect mankind, 


G 
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XXXIV. 

“ THE CORKKGIDOE’s WIFE IS PKETTT, TOO.” 

When the Corregklor and Uncle Lucas had quitted the 
room, Doha Mercedes seated herself again on the sofa with 
Sena Frasquita by her side; and, addressing the servants 
and officers who filled up the doorway, said with affable 
simplicity: 

“ Come, now, every o-'‘,e of you, say all the harm you know 
of me.” 

Ten voices commenced to speak at once, but the nurse, 
as the mo.st important person in the house, imposed silence 
on the rest, and spoke as follows: 

“You must know, Sena Frasquita, that we, that is, my 
mistress and me, were looking after the children, hoping to 
see master come in, and telling our beads to pass away the 
time, for Gardufia said that master’s absence arose from his 
being engaged in the pursuit of some terrible criminals, and 
we didn’t W'ant to go to bed before we saw him return safe 
and sound, when we heard a noise of some one in the next 
room, wdiere master’s and mistress’s bed is. We took the 
light, dead with fear, and went to see who was in the 
room, when. Holy Virgin! on entering we saw a man 
dressed like my master (but it wasn’t him, because it was 
Frasquita’s husband) trying to hide himself under the bed. 
‘ Thieves ! ’ we began to cry as loud as ever we could, and 
a moment afterwards the room was full of people, and the 
constables pulled the pretended Corregidor from his hiding 
place. 

“ My lady, as well as the rest, recognised Uncle Lucas, and 
seeing him in that dress was afraid he had killed master, 
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and began to weep, enough to melt a stone. ‘ To prison ! to 
prison! ’ said all present. ‘ Thief! Assassin! ’ were the best 
words Uncle Lucas heard. He leant against the wall without 
saying a word, and looked more like a corpse than himself; 
but when he saw they w'ere going to carry him off to prison, 
he managed to say what I^am going to repeat, although, 
indeed, it would bo better to keej^ it secret. ‘ Senora, I am 
not a robber or an assassin; the robber and assassin of my 
honour is in my house in bed with myjs'ife.’ ” 

“ Poor Lucas ! ” sighed Sofia f ra^uita. 

“ And poor me! ” murmured tlie Corregidor’s wife tran¬ 
quilly. 

“That’s what all of us said—‘Poor Uncle Lucas and 
poor mistress ! ’ For we knew before that master had fixed 
his eyes on you; and although none of us fancied that 
you-” 

“ Nurse! ” exclaimed Dofia Mercedes, severely. “ Do not 
go on in that way! ” 

“ T will continue in another,” said a constable, profiting 
by this conjimcture to join in the conversation. “ Uncle 
Lucas, who deceived us all with his dress and way of 
walking when he entered the house, so much so that eveiiy 
one of us took him for the Seflor Corregidor, did not 
evidently come with very good intentions; and if my lady 
had not been sitting up—ojily fancy what would have 
happened! ” 

“ Come ! You hold your tongue,” interrupted the Cook, 
“You are only talking nonsense. Yes, Sena Frasquita. 
Uncle Lucas, in order *to explain^ his presence in mistress’s 
room, had to confess his intentions. Mistres^ «ould not 
contain herself at hearing them, and gave him such a slap on 
his mouth, that half of ifis words were left in his throat. I 
myself covered him with insults, and would have liked to 

o 2 
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scratch his eyes out. Because, you know, Sena Frasq^uita 
although he is your husband-” 

“You are a garrulous old woman,” cried the porter, putting 
himself in front of tlie female orator. “ What more would 
you have liked to do 1 In short, Sena Frasquita, hear me 
and let us come to the point. My lady did and said just 
what she ought; but then, as^soon as her annoyance was 
over, she took compassion on Uncle Lucas, and uttered these 
or like words :—‘ However infamous may have 1>een your 
intentions, Uncle Lucas, and although I shall never be able 
to pardon your insolence,' it is necessary thdt your wife and 
my husband may believe durmg some hours that they have 
been caught in their own nets, and that you, with the aid of 
your disguise, have returned afiront ..for affront! Iso better 
vengeance can we take than this, and we shall easily explain 
the ho;ix when it becomes necessary to do so.’ Having hit 
upon this plan, the Sefioia and Uncle Lucas instinrcted us all 
what to do and to say, as soon as the Senor should return ; 
and, for certain, 1 think I have given Gai'duna such a drub¬ 
bing bcliind, that he won’t forget this night for a long 
while.” 

.... While ihe porter was concluding his speech, the wife of 
the Corregidor and the l^avanese were occupied in whisper¬ 
ing over*' w’hat was being said, embracing and kissing one 
another, and occasionally breaking out into uncontrollable 
laughter. 

H is a pity that what they said was not heard. But the 
reader can imagine the substance of it without great difficulty 
—at any rate, my lady readers can dcr so. 
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XXXV. 

• AST IMPERIAL DECREE. 

The Corrcgidor niitl Uncle Lucas returned to the room, each 
dre.ssed in his own clothes. 

Now it is m)' turn,” said the notahlo Don Eugenio de 
Zuniga, as soon as ho cntere5L_ 

After striking the floor »viec Avith his stick, as if to 
recover his energy, he said tc|his. 4 yifc Avith emphasis and 
an indescribable coolness: 

“ Mercedes, I am aAvaiting your explanations.” 

At this moment, the miller’s Avifo rose up and, as a sign 
of peace, gave her husliand a pinch Avliich made him AA'r\|^lej^ 
at the same time glancing at him Avith appeased and bewitch¬ 
ing eyes. 

The Corrcgidor, Avho observed this pantomime, stood all 
of a heap, unable to explain such an unaccountable recon¬ 
ciliation to himself. He iigain addressed his Avife, and said 
in his bitterest tone ; 

“Sefiora, all have arranged matters except oureelves. 
Believe me of the doubts I naturally entertain. I com¬ 
mand you to do so, as your husband, and also as Gorreg idnr ” 
Saying this, he struck the floor again with his stick. 

“Then yon are going I” here observed Dofta Mercedes, 
approaching Frasquita, and taking no notice of Don 
Eugenio. “ Go free from all anxiety tliat this scandal will 
have any unpleasant consequences. Bose, light these^ good 
people, who say they are going. Good-bye, Uncle Lucas.” 

“ No ! no ! ” cried De Zufiiga^ interposing, “ Uncle Lucas 
does not go, It is my orders that he shall^main in 
custody till I luioAv the Avhole truth. Holloa ! ofifioers here 1 
In the King's name!” 
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Not a single man obeyed. They all looked at the 
Corregidor’s wife. 

“Come, let the passage ho free,” added the latter, almost 
pushing against her husband as she passed by him to 
dismiss the assembled company in the most courtly fashion. 
She made them a gracious curtsey, which, however, was 
interrupted by her husband pulling her dress, and exclaiming 
inarticulately: 

“But I—but you—but fve—|but tho.so —” Ibseless tmuble ! 
No one, paid the least attenti^M to his worship. 

When evcrybotly *tiad gou^, and the husband and wife 
were alone, the, latter at^.’ist deigned to say Vith the, accent 
of a Czarina of all the Eussias, when fulminating an order 
of perpetual banishment against a fallen minister ; 

“Were you to live a thousand years you should still 
remain ignorant of what Im-s passed in my room. Had you 
been there, as you shoubl have been, you would be under no 
neces.sity to ask. But as rcgai-ds myself, there, is not, and 
there never will be, any reason obliging me to .satisfy you; 
for I despise you so jnuch, that were you not tlie father of 
my children, I would throw you over that balcony, this very 
moment! Noav, good night, sir.” 

After pronoimcing tliese words, which Don Eugenio heard 
without moving an eyelid—for when alone with Ids wife ho 
was Tnep. kT)e.ss itself—she entered the inner room and passed 
thence into her own apartment, closing the doors behind her. 
The poor man remained standing in the same position, 
muttering those words Ixjtween his gums (not between 
his teeth, for ho had scarcely any left), and with an un¬ 
paralleled cynmigip,,: 

“After ail. I’ve escaped better than I thought I should. 
And Gardutta shall now look out for another for mo.” 
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XXXVI. 

CONCLUSION, MORAL AND EPILOGUE, 

The biids were chirping to salute the mom when Unde 
Lucas and Sofia Frasquita left the city and took the road to 
the mill. They were on &ot. the two donkeys being in 
front of them. 

“ On Sunday you must go laud confess,” said the miller’s 
wife to her husband. “ Yo JreJfttiwi to purify yourself 
from all your .bad ideas ancKtiha criminal thoughts of 
last night.” 

“ You are quite right,” replied the miller. “ But you must 
do me a favour, and give the pillows and sheets off our bed 
to the poor, and put on fresh ones, I cannot lie down where 
that poisonous vermin has sweated.” 

“Don’t name him to me, Lucas ! ” replied Sofia Frasquita. 
“Let us talk about anything else.” 

In due course they arrived at the mill, at an iiour when, 
although the sun had not yet risen, it could be seen gilding 
the tops of the mountains. 

In the afternoon, to the great surprise of the raartte(L8aijjii£. 
who expected no more visits from high personages after a 
scandal like that of the preceding night, there came to the 
mill more great folks than ever. The venerable Prelate, many 
Canons, the Jurisconsuls, two Priors, besides various other 
personages who had been summoned by his lordshij the 
Bishop, occupied the larger portion of the court-yard. Only 
the Corregidor was missing. 

As soon as the company wore assembled, the ^rd Biihop 
rose and made a short speech, in the course of which he said 
that, notwithstanding uTiat had passed in that house, his 
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Canons and ho should continue visiting it as before, in order 
that the honoured miller and his wife, as well as the remain¬ 
ing persons there present, sho\ild not be subjected to the 
public censure, which was deserved by him alone who, 
by his infamous conduct, had profaned a gathering so 
temperate ami so innocent. He exhorted Sefia h'rasquita most 
paternally to be not quite so nrovocative and tempting in 
her looks and conversatiomiu’fijiture, and to try and keep her 
arms covered and to wear ^.er bodice cut higher. He 
advised Uncle Lucas,?*:, be Toss selfish, to be more circum¬ 
spect, and less presui^rtutids in his dealings with his 
superiors ; and concluded by blessing everyone and saying 
that as it was not a fast-day ho would eat with much pleasure 
a couple of bunches of grapes. 

All were of the same opinion as regards the last particular, 
and the vino trembled the whole afternoon. The miller 
estimated that nearly half a hundred weight of grapes was 
consumed. 


These happy meetings continued for about three years 
until, contrary to the expectations of everybody, the armies of 
^^apoleon,.entered Spain, and the War of lnde}>cndencc 
began. 

The IjOrd Bishop, the Probondary, and the Penitentiary 
died in the year 1808, and the Advocate and the remaining 
officials in the years immediately following; the cause of their 
deaths being inability to bfear the sight of the Frenchmen, 
Poles, and Germans, who had invaded the country and 
smoked their pipes in the churches during the performance 
of reass. ' 

The Corregidor, who never returned to the mill, was 
deprived of his post by a French Marshal, and died in the 
Court prison, to which he had been committed for having 
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refused (let it be said 'to his honour) to come, even for a 
single moment, to any qompronjise with the foreign 
domination. 

Doha Mercedes did not marry again, and after carefully 
bringing up her children, withdrevy, in her old age, to a con¬ 
vent, where she furished her days, esteemed as a saint by all 
who knew her. 

Gardufia became a Frenchn|*r*!3efior Juan Lopez formed 
a guerrilla band, which he com^mded, and died, Avith Tofiuelo 
his con.stable, in the famous batie^r51«za. after killing many 
of the enemy. 

Finally, Uncle Lucas and Sena Frasqirita, although they 
remained childless, continued loving one another in their 
own way, and attained a very advanced age, seeing Absolu¬ 
tism di.sappear in 1812 and 1820 ; to ro-appear in 1814 and 
1823, until at last the Constitutional system w.is again 
established upon the death of the absolute King; the happy 
pair passing to a bettor life (precisely at the beginning of the 
seven years of civil war) without the introduction of “ pot ” 
hats causing them to forget those good old times symbo 
lized by the “ Tliree-comered Hat.” 



THE CORNET-A-PISTON 
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“ Don Basiuo, give us a tune on the comet, and then we 
can have a dance. It is nice and cool here under these 
trees.” 

“ Ye.s, yes, Don Basilio, do give us a tune on the comet.” 

“Fetch the comet that Joaquin is learning to play on. 
Will you play to us, Don Basilio?” 

“No.” 

“ But why not ? ” 

“ Because T don’t know how.” 

“Don’t know how ! Was there ever such humbug? ” 

“ Ah ! he wants to be pressed.” 

‘‘ come, Ave know very well that you have been a 

leading musician in a regimental band.” 

“ And that no one could play the cornet-a-piston like 
you.” 

“And that you played in the royal palace in the days 
of Uspartero. Come, Don Basilio, have compassion on 
us.” 

“ Well then, it is truo^ I have played on the comet-lir 
pistbn. t have been, in fact, a master, a specialist as they 
now call it, on that instrument. But it is equdJly true that 
twelve years ago I gave my cornet Sway to a poor discharged 
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musician, and that since»'^at time I have not played a single 
note.” 

“ What a pity.” 

But you will have to play this evening.” 

“ Remember, grandpapa, that it is my birthday.” 

“ Bravo ! here is the cornet.” 

“ Yes ; what tune shall we have ? ” 

“Avalse.” 

“ No ; a polka.” 

“ Polka! nonsense, a faiidauJ%'4JK« 

“ Yea, yes; a fandango, the<^tipnal dance.” 

“ I am very soriy, my dear children, but I cannot play.” 

“ What 1 you who are so pliable ? ” 

“ And always so obliging.” 

“ What! not when your grandchild begs you ? ” 

“And your niece too ?” 

“ Leave off, please, in heaven’s name. I have told you 
that I cannot play.” 

“ Why cannot you ? ” 

“ Because. I do not remember how, and because I have 
also sworn never to try to loam again.” 

“ To whom did you swear this 1 ” 

“ To myself, to the dead, and to your poor 
cliild.” 

All the surrounding faces lengthened on hearing these 
words. 

“ Ah ! if you only knew at what a cost I learned to play 
the cornet,” added the old man. 

“ A story ! a story ! ” exclaimed the young people. “ Tell 
us the story.” 

“ Well, yes,” said Don Basilio j “ it is a sto^ Listen, 
and you shall judge for yourselves whether I can or cannot 
play the comet.” 
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And seating himself under a tfroo, surrounded by ©i^er 
and smiling young people, he told the sfory of his lossone ia 
music. 

It is seventeen years since, he began, that the cinl war 
was raging in Spain.. Don Ciute and Queen Isabella 
were contending for the crown, and the Spaniards, divided 
into two parties, spi|t thpir Mood in fte fratricidal struggle, 

I had a friend named E Gamez, a licutciiant in the 
same rifle battalion as We had been educated 

together, had quittecj^sraii?^ together, fought side by side, 
and wished to die toge^b^s^vll- liberty. Ho,was even a more 
ardent Liberal than I, or than any one els© in the anny. 

But a certain injustice shown by. our commander towards 
liamon, one of those abuses of authority whieli disgust a 
man with the most honourable career, an act of tyramiy in 
short, inspired the lieutenant with the desire to leave the 
ranks of his fellow-soldiers; and the friend prepared to 
abandon his friend, the Liberal to go over to the Carlists, 
while the subaltern was bent upon slaying his colonel. Eamon 
was not one to swallow insults, or to put up with injuries. 
Neither my threats nor prayers could divert him from his 
purpose. He had made up his mind. He would exchange 
“fefe .iurfilTan’s shako for the Carlist cap, hating the Carlist 
cause though he did. 

At that time we -were in the Principality,, about three 
leagues from the enemy’s forces. It was the night on which 
Kamon was to desert, a cold, wet, gloomy night, the eve of a 
batUo. At midnight he entered my quarters where I was 
asleep. 

“ Basilio," he murnuu'ed in my ear. 

* Whoiis there ? ” I asked, starting up. 

“ It is I. Farewell! ” 

“ You are going then ?" 
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■‘Yes; adieu!” And/taking me ky tlic hand, he con- 
tihued, “ Listen. If, as it is thought probable, there should 

be a battle to-morrow, and we should meet in it-” 

■ I know; we are friShds." 

“Good. We will firei salute, and then retreat from 
one another. I shall probably fall to-morrow, for I mean to 
charge through everything t^Jl I can reach, and slay the 
colonel. As to yourself, Baf^ftOj’do xjot expose yourself. 
Glory is but smoke.” 

“And life naught without it.^ fever' 

“You are right, win your muy's..* epaulets,” exclaimed 
Ramon; “ the pay is not smoke, until one has scattered it. 
Alas ! that is all over for me.” 

“What melancholy ideas,” I said affectionately. “To¬ 
morrow wo shall both survive tlie fight,” 

“Then let us .appoint a meeting place after it.” 

“ Where r* 

“At the Hermitage of St. Nicholas at ojie in the morning'. 
He who does not come will be amongst the dead. Is it 
agreed 1 ” 

“ Agreed.” 

“ Then farewell! ” 

“Farewell!” 

And after an affectionate embrace Ramon vanished in the 
darkness of the night. 

As we anticipated the Caiiists attacked us on the following 
day. The action was a very sanguinary one, lasting from 
tlu'ee in the aftemoou till nightfall. At about five o’clock 
my battalion was rudely assailed by a body of troops led by 
Ramon, who wore the white Carltet cap and the uniform^ of 
a major. I gave orders for my men to open fire, i<Kd Ramon 
did the same as regards troops under his command, and 
his force and my battalion were soon engaged hand to hand. 



THE COENET-i-PISTON. 


XtO 

We were mtors so far as this struggle- was concerned, and 
Ramon had to fly with the scattered survivors of his forces, 
but not until he had with his own hand shot the man who 
the evening before was still his colonel, and who in vain 
sought to defend himself from his rage. 

At six o’clock the engagement took an unfavourable turn 
for our army, and I and a .po tion of my company were cut 
off and obliged to surren(iOT.**fcI was led captive to the little 

town of S-, occupiety^^Gie Carlists since the cennnen'’e - 

ment of the campai^l^^J^^wherc I exireetcd to be phot 
immediately. 


II. 

It struck one in the morning, the liou" of my ajjpointment 
with Ramon. I was locked in a cell of tlio town prison. I 
asked for news of my friend and was an.swored 

“ He i.s a brave fellow. He killed one of your colonels. 
But he must have fallen during the latter part of tne 
battle.” . 

“ What makes you think so 1 ” I empiired. 

'■■Sc^arese he has not returned from the field, and the men 
under his command can give no news of him.” 

Ah, how I suffered during that night. One hope remained 
to me, that Ramon had been waiting for me at the Hermitage 
of St. Nicholas, and for tljiis reason had not returned to the 
Carlfist camp. 

“ How grieved he will he on finding that I do not keep 
the tryst,” thought 1. ‘VHe will believe me dead. And 
after all ajsj. I so very far from my last hour. The Carlists 
now shoot all their prisoners, t^e same as we do our¬ 
selves.” 
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At dawn of day a-priest entered the prison where all my 
companions were asleep. 

“ Is it death ? ” I asked on perceiving him. 

“Yes,” he answered gently. 

“NowT' 

“ Ko, within tliree hours’ time.” 

The next moment I had a vakened my companions, and 
yells, sobs and blasphemies if sounded through the prison. 
Every man when about to die .•rip-’s on some one idea and 
clings to it tirmly. Nightma’e^ fever or madness, this is 
what happened t5 me. The thought *of Ramon, of Ramon 
alive, of RamOn dead, of Ramon in heaven, of Ramon at the 
Hermitage, took possession of my brain in such fashion 
mat I could think of nothing else during those hours of 
agon)'. 

I took off my captain’s uniform and put on a soldier’s 
^orage cap and great coat. In this guise I marched out to 
death with my nineteen companions in misfortune. One 
only had been reprieved through being a bandsman. The 
Carlists at this time spared the lives of all musicians on 
account of the gredt lack of them in their ranks. 

“ And were you a musician, Don Basiliol Was ,y,fsv’. 'ifv 
saved on that account 1 ” enquired all the yomig people at 
once. 

“ No, my children,” replied the veteran. “ I was no 
musician.” 

The troops were formed on thrbe sides of a square jnd 
we were placed on the fourth. I had drawn N'o. 11 
that is to say, I was to die the eleventh. Then I thought 
of my wife and my daughter, of yourself and your mothiJr, 
my child. 

The volleys began. TlnPsound of the shots drove me mad. 
As my eyes were bandaged | could pst see my companions 
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fall, but I strove to count the volleys in order to know, just 
before my turn came, when my existence waa about to end. 
After the third volley, however, I lost count. 

Oh! those volleys will echo eternally in my heart and 
brain as they echoed that day. Now I thought they were a 
thousand miles away, now the balls seemed to w’histle about 
my very head. Still they went on. 

“ Now for it,” I thou^filj^nd the volley came, yet 1 was 
still alive. 

“ This must be it, Tsai(|at last. 

But 1 suddenly fel(rS!^^lf seized by Mie shoulders, and 
shaken, whilst voices sounded in my ears. I fell, and lost 
all consciousness. I felt something akin to a deep sleep 
steal over me, and imagined that I had been shot to death. 
Then I fancied that I was stretched on a couch in niy prison 
I could not see. I raised my hand to my eyes to remove 
the bandage, and found them uncovered, and wide open, 
dilated. Was I blind. No. The prison was in darkness. 

I heard a bell ringing, and shuddered. It was ringing for 
service. “ It is nine o’clock,” I thought; “ but of what 
day?” A shadow darker than the henvy gloom of the 
prison bent over me. It seemed to bo a man. But the 
ol'Kera—the other eighteen ? They had all been shot, and I 
was either alive or in my tomb. My lips mechanically 
murmured a name, the name that had haunted me in my 
nightmare. 

“ Kamon." 

*'* What is it ? ” answered the shadow by my side. 

I shuddered. “ Heavens ! ” I exclaimed, “ am I in the 
ojher world ? ” 

“ No,^nswered the same voice. 

“ Eamou! Are you living ?" 

“Yes.” 
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“And I]” 

“ You too are alive.” 

“ But where am 11 Is this the Hermitage of St. Nicho¬ 
las? Was I not made prisoner? Can I have dreamt it 
all?” 

“ No, Basilic, you have not been dreaming. Bistou. As 
you know, I killed the colonel yesterday in fair fight. I was 
avenged. Yet mad with rage jf continued fighting even after 
nightfall, till there was not a sou? Jeft upon the battle field. 
When the moon rose I remembered you, and directed my 
steps towards th@ Hermitage of St: Nicholas, intending to 
await you there. It was ten o’clock. I had been under 
aims since one, and the night before I had not closed my 
eyes. I fell sound asleep. At one o’clock I woke up with a 
cry. I had dreamed that you were dead. I looked round, 
and found myself alone. AVhat cotild have become of you ? 
T heard the clocbt. .■strike two, throe, four. What a night of 
agony ! You did not come-.; you must surely bo dead. Day 
broke, and I left the Hermitage, and came to tlii.s place in 
quest of the Carlist forces. I arrived shortly after sunrise. 
Every one thought* I had been killed the day before, and on 
their seeing me I was embraced on all sides, .and thea,gcr."inl 
overwhelmed me with honours. I then learnt that a score of 
prisoners were to be shot, and a presentiment came over me. 

‘ Can Basilio be one of them ? ’ I said to myself, and ran to 
the place of execution, where the Square was already formed. 
I heard shots. They had began then. I strained my e^es, 
but could not see, for I was blinded by grief, dizzy with 
apprehension. At length I made you out when you wore 
almost on the point of being shol. There ivero only tvfo 
victims before your turn came. AYhat was to be clone ? I 
wont crazy; I gave a shout, clasped you in my arms, and 
cried out hoarsely and tremulously: 

U 
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“ ‘ Not this oue ! Not this one! general’ 

“ The officer commanding the force recognized me, and the 
way in which 1 had fought the day before in his turn, and 
said : 

“ ‘ Why not ? Is he a musician ? ’ 

“ That word was for me what the sight of the sun in all its 
srdendour w'ould be to an old man blind from birth. The 
light of hope flashed before ipy eyes so suddenly as to blind 
them. 

“ ‘ A musician ! ’T exclj^med. ‘ Yes, yes, general, he is 
a musician, a splen(ffd*musician !’ Yoif meanwhile were 
stretched out senseless. 

“' What instrument does he play ? ’ asked the general. 

“ ‘ The—the—ah !—yes—the comet-^-piston.’ 

“ ‘ Do we want a cornet-a-piston ? ’ enrpiired the general, 
turning towards the band 

“ five seconds—five centuries they were to me—pa;i.sed 
before the bandmaster answered, ‘ Yes, general, we do want 
one.' 

“ ‘ Then take away this man, and go on with the execu¬ 
tion,’ said the Carlist chief. I at once Wok you up in my 
•utu«)«atLd carried you to this cell.” 


III. 

Ramon had hardly ceased speaking before I rose and .said 
to him amidst tears jind laughter, embracing him trembling, 
r know not how : 

“ I owe you my life.” 

“ Not 80 ,” answered Ramon. 

“ What do you nvianl” I replied. 
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“ Can you play the comet ? ” he asked. 

“No.” 

“ Then you <lo not owe me your life; but I have imperilled 
mine without saving yours.” 

I turned as cold as ice. 

“ And as to rnn.^iic 1 ” said Ramon. “ Do you know any¬ 
thing of if? ” 

“A little, very little. You 'recollect what they taught us 
at school ? ” 

* 

“ A little indeed, or rather nothing at all. You arc doomed 
without hope, anil 1, too, shall be' cdhdemned as a traitor 
aiul a liar. For within a fortnight the band to which yuti 
are to he attached i.s to be organised.” 

“ Within a fortnight? ” 

“Neither more mu- less. And as you cannot play the 
coi’iic't, since heaven will not accomplish a miracle, we shall 
both bo shot.” 

“ You—you shot! ” 1 exclaimed, “ and for me who owe my 
life to you. Ah ! no; heaven will not suffer this. ' Within a 
fortnight T shall know music and play on the cornet-a- 
}»iston.” Ramon lan-st out laughing. 

What mfirc would you have me tell you, my child?;''”.. In 
a fortnight, such is the power of the human will, in fourteen 
days and fourteen nights, for I did not rest or sleep for that 
time, I learned to play the cornet. What days they were. 
Ramon and I went out into the ojien country, and passe<l 
hours and hours with a musician who came every day froij a 
neighbouring town to give me a lesson. 

Escape?. I read that question in your eyes. Nothing more 
impossible. I was a prisoner, and a watch was kept on mft, 
and Ramon would not escape without me. 1 did not talk, I 
did not think, I did not eaf» I was mad, and my monomania 
W!ls music, the cornet, the devilish corn<^-a-piston. I wanted 

H 2 



lOC THE COHKET-l-PISTON. 

to loam it, and I did. If I had been dumb I should have 
spoken, if I had been paralysed I should have walked, if I 
had been blind I should have seen. No, I willed it. Will 
makes up for everything. To will a thing is to do it. I 
willed it; that was everything. I willed it, and I succeeded. 
Children, leam this great truth. 

I saved my life, but,I w'ent mad; and being mad, my 
madness took the form of art. For three years my comet 
was never out of my hgjid.^ Its notes were my entire world 
during that time. My lifojiras narrowed down to blowing 
upon the instrament, * 

Kamon did not abandon me. I made my way to France, 
and there I continued to play the cornet. It was part of 
myself, I spoke with it to my mouth. The comet bccfime 
everything under my fingers, sw'ellcd, became supple, groaned, 
wept, shrieked, implored, imitated birds, beasts, human wail¬ 
ings. My lungs were of iron. Audiences flocked to bear 
me; it was a wonder, a miracle. 

Thus 1 lived for another two years. At the end of these 
my friend died, and at the sight of his corpse I recovered 
my reason. And, when' in my senses, I tUok up a comet one 
day,-i^ound, to my astonishment, that I did not know how 
to play upon it. 

Do you still want me, my children, to make music for you 
to dance tol 
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I. 

“ I AM certain,’’..said the Mafquis, ighting another cigar, 
“ that if we were to look into the lives of all reformed rakes 
wo should find that each of them lost his last battle, in 
other words, that his last frolic was a disappointment, a 
defeat, in fact.” 

“Marquis,” said General X., “you evidently hold very 
strong views on this point, which makes me think that you 
are speaking from experience. You were very wild in your 
youth.” 

“Not more than is asual.” 

“ And then suddenly you became a reformed character 
when you might have aspired to further conquests.” 

“ I think so. I was not more than thirty when 1 gave up 
fast life and married Eloisa. I did not wait, like Charles 
the Fifth, to be eaten up Avith rheumatism before abandoning 
the field.” 

“Let us see about that; prove yjour own theory and relate 
to us tlie defeat that preceded your own retirement tc^ the 
monastery of St. Just.” 

“ Yes, yes, tell us all about it.” 

“ As you please, gentlemen. I Avell remember the act tfiat 
brought about my abdication.” 

• ‘ And was it indeed a disaster 1 ” enquired the Duke. 
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“ A Jiorrible, or, rather I should say a providential one. 
But I must premise that it does not date, as you might sup¬ 
pose, from my marriage with Eloisa.” 

“ Oh! Tve understand, it was anterior to it.” 

“ Not so. It was subsequent. My cure was incomplete 
when I married, that is to say T was not a reformed ralce 
when I led Eloisa to the altar, and if I married her it was 
for fear I should not meet with another woman of her virtues 
whom I could choose for the mother of my children. But it 
could still be said of me Ihaiet angnis in herha, there is a 
snake in the grass. I %as not yet reformed? I had not even 
made up my mind to become so. I had not yet undergone 
the defeat I have alluded to.” 

The Marquis slowly drew at his almost extinct cigar till it 
was well alight, sighed and went on:— 

I had been marrietl three years, and was at that time, as I 
have since continued to be, truly in love with my wife. I 
recognised all her good qualities, considered myself fortunate in 
having linked my lot to hers, and felt that matrimony undoubt¬ 
edly had many advantages. Well, gentlemen, it was after three 
years of married life that I began to note a rakish feeling 
revivingjn my heart. The phantom of the other, the strange 
woman, the forbidden fruit, began to biickon me across the 
calm horizon of my domestic happiness. I should like to fret; 
myself, I thought. I should like to vindicate nij'- existence, 
and pi'ove to myself that I am still capable of inspiring a 
tender passion. Within .a short time of these atrocious 
thoughts occurring to me, it seemed as though fate, destiny, 
or if you will, luck, had ranged itself on my side, and ofl'ered 
mu the opportunity of acebmplishing that act of independence 
for which I w.as sighing. Give me all your attention, gentle¬ 
men, for the heroine of the draiva is about to make her 
appearance. 
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II. 

I WAS living with Eloisa in the country, in the neighbour¬ 
hood of Bayonne, in one of the ch&lets that abound there, 
and which ate rented by visitors during the summer months. 
Ours stood on the road to Pair. At that time there were no 
railways in the South of i^rance. 

It was in this country residehce that I first conceived in 
the abstract tlio wicked notiTfia of »lcinnly deceiving my 
spouse, of risking an adventure, and, if successful, adding a 
fresh laurel to those of my stormy youth. Solitude, the 
native beauty of the country, and the sight of the bewitching 
summer visitors passing before our solitary dwelling in 
carriages bound for other parts of the Pyrennees, doubtless 
helped to influence me. 

The country, and, above all, the country in France, so 
densely peopled with petticoated divinities, is a most tcrrfble 
foe to matrimonial fidelity. Silk in the silence of the groves 
rustles in a way tjiat gives one the vertigo. 

Such being the state of things, you must know I niaile 
the discovery that there was living near us an old flame of 
mine, from Cadiz, w’hom I had once thought of marrying, 
and whose hand I had not asked solely because she had 
allowed me unresistingly to kiss it several times when pro¬ 
ceeding homewards on my ann, in^ompany wdth her wddowed 
aunt and an old friend of the latter, from a certain nev«r-to- 
be-forgotten ball to their dwelling; a dwelling, inside which 
I never managed to penetrate, not'through want of good will 
on the part of the niece, but through excess of vigilance on 
that of the aunt. It i^ certain that my love passages with 
Antonia—for that was my charmer’s name—would have 
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passed from the future to the perfect tense if I had devoted 
more time to them, or if the aunt had given us greater 
opportunitiea. This being the case, a man of ray position 
could scarcely seek to make a woman, towards whom he enter¬ 
tained such views as those I have hinted at, his legitimate 
wife. For you must know that the genuine rake never 
marries his victims. He either marries a saint like my 
Marchioness or descends into *1110 infernal depths. 

As 1 was saying, I learnt that my old flame—recently 
married to a poor friend of Mine of the predestined type, who 
had either not succeeded in* jcissing Antonia’s hand before 
asking for it, or who was of a less apprehensive and cautious 
disposition than myself—was living at another lonely ch41et, 
situate on the same road at a short league from our own. I 
no sooner became aware of this than I managed to meet her and 
her husband. They were both rejoiced at the circumstance, 
and at the fact of our being neighbours. I took my wife to 
the same village church that they went to, mutual introduc- 
tidiis followed, visits were exchanged, we lunched one day 
at Antonia’s, and she and her husband lunched on another at 
our house, and the four of ns were the best friends in the 
world. 

My poor Marchioness did not suspect anything, and 
matters could not have progressed more rapidly than they 
did. The league that intervened between the two ch&lets 
could be covered in less than half-an-hour either by our 
neighbours’ dog-cart or by our saddle-horses, and as to the 
downward path, I may say that Antonia and I were following 
it at such a rate that we had almost reached the goal of our 
gujlty journey. ' 

On my first meeting I recognized that she still remembered 
the kisses I had imprinted on he?, hands in other days, and 
I further profited hy the inattention of her husband and m'y 
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wife to add to these byegone and reverent kisses half-a-dozen 
on the left cheek, another half dozen on the right, and one 
masterly one on her perjured mouth, arrd all wliilst walking 
in our garden or in hers, whilst her husband and my wife, 
with remorse 1 confess it, were talking about floriculture or 
relating how very happy Antonia and I respectively made 
them. What they never could manage was to follow the 
same paths as ourselves, srteh apparent eagerness did wo 
display in chasing thistledown in lack of tire butterflies of 
spring. For all this took place in the middle of Sep¬ 
tember. 

“ On Sunday my husband is goirrg to Pau, whore he will 
stay three days. On Monday after dark, so as not to attract 
attention from any one, you can ride over to see me, I shall 
be in the garden, in the large summer-house, which you 
remember, stands like the one here at the end of the path 
leading from the gate and close to the greenhouse, I will 
take care that the gate is not locked, but only on the latch, 
and that the gardener shall be gone to the village on an 
errand that will occupy him some time. Consequently we 
can enjoy two otithree hours of perfect liberty and witliout 
risk of interruption from any one.” 

Thus did Antonia speak to mo the morning that she 
lunched at our chalet with her husband. I could not do less 
than admire the consummate wisdom revealed by this well- 
planned scheme. “She is a veteran,” I mused to myself. 
“Someone has anticipated me.” 

But however that might be, Antonia was in every'way 
worthy of personifying my sinful illusions. Twenty-four 
years of age, of fair complexion, Jet dark haired, with well 
rounded figure and graceful movements, calm, smiling, 
terrible, with the mouth ^f a chfld and the eyes of a very 
Jvoraan, “ Eyes black and burning,” as Perico Alarcon has 
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described Such was her outward appearance after twenty 
months of matrimony. She seemed a living statue of 
naughtiness. 


III. 

On Monday evening I receifed a letter, which I had 
myself written in a carefully disguised hand, in which the 
mayor of the district in ‘which our ch41et was situate 
summoned me to appShr be^we him at seven o’clock that 
night in order to speak to me of a serious matter affecting 
me personally, recommending at the same time the strictest 
secrecy, and telling me to come unaccompanied. The town 
was nearly a league off. 

“ It is a mistake, he has taken me for some one else,” I 
thought of saying to my wife—when I came back. 

But in the meanwhile I pretended great astonishment, 
some apprehension and much curiosity, and departed leaving 
my poor wife deeply affected, so affected that at one moment 
I thought she was about to faint, and I did not start till her 
heart had found relief in a flood of tears. You see that I do 
not gloss over any aggravatmg circumstance in connection 
with my iniquity. A forger, a liar, a brute, I was all these 
at once, besides being a traitor to faith sworn at the altai', 
and an a.s.sailant of the honour of a confiding friend. Five 
acts of infamy. 

if was one of those snowy nights so frequent in the 
Pyrennees during eight months of the year. Nothing could 
be«distinguished, absolutely nothing. I could hardly see 
beyond the end of my nose. But the road was straight, 
broad and level; there were trees and ditches to mark its 
borders, and my horsejamost intelligent brute, that had gonfe 
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several times from o.ur cLolet to that of Antonia, could hardly 
stray from the route. I therefore looked upon the snow as 
more advantageous than inconvenient. No one would ace 
me on the way, thanks to it and to the darkness, and no 
one would recognize me when entering my neighbour’s terri¬ 
tory. 

“Providence watches over lovers,” I said to myself, 
cheerfully. * 

And how my heart beat! My old love passages with 
Antonia, those timid, veiled, ‘and symbolic conversations 
suitable where a young ladyi.s concerned, those hasty and 
unsatisfactory kisses imprinted on her maiden hands, those 
others, more daring but not less hasty, planted since on her 
cheeks and on her now schooled and grateful lips, her lan¬ 
guishing looks during our recent interview.s, above all during 
the last—all this constituted for my amorous hopes a world 
of illusions, promises, and unfailing happiness. 

AVhat a big debt I was about to receive jiayrnont of—a 
debt of live years’ standing. And at what a trifling cost. How 
I rejoiced at not having married Antonia, but my sainted 
wife. What a happy lot was mine! I had an angel for my own 
wife, and ray neighbour had certainly not one for his. How 
different would have been my situation if I had married lufr 
who was about to forget tionjugal fidelity, and liad afterwards 
fallen in love with that adorable object, incapable of evil, 
who Wiis now my wife. Double mischance. I should have 
been loved by neither. The one nut f)f wickedness and Ihe 
other out of goodness would have equally maltreated* me. 
And now the hearts of both wore mine, both were striving to 
render me happy, and I was at the same time a lucky husband 
and a fortunate lover. I was still the cherished offspring of 
Love and the favoured grandchild of Venus. 

’ Such were ray erroneous and detestaljle reflections when my 
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horse suddenly stumbled and fell. I got up, I should tell you, 
unhurt, miraculously unhurt when you consider that I had 
been .shot clean over the horse’s head. X searched about for 
my hat, a tusk of great difficulty amidst that perfect darkiussti, 
brushed myself down with my hands, and managed to get 
into the saddle again, though without repenting, for I was 
more impatient than ever to clasp that fair sinner in my 
arms—she whose promises had* led me to leave my blessed 
wife, filled with sadness and grief in the solitude of a country 
house on such a dreadfuT night as this, counting the 
minutes and tremblin^very Inoment for my liberty and my 
life. 

But this is what I think now, for then I could only think 
of Antonia’s ardent eyes, her inviting lips, her satin skin, her 
arms which had grown more rounded since I gave her mine 
on leaving the evening parties of old, her waist no less slender 
than when I used to dance with her, and whispered soft 
nothings in her ear, her feet that I had pressed so often with 
my own when riding in company with her now dethroned 
aunt in a carriage to Carabanchel or the Alameda do Osuna. 

So I again touched my horse with the sppr, and at the end 
of a quarter of an lupur his stretching out his head and 
neighing announced to me that wo were near the paradise of 
my dreams. The noble animal had doubtless recognised the 
neighbourhood of the hospitable quarters in wliich he had 
been very well treated on two or three occasions. 

“Thanks, good servant” I said, patting him with my 
hand. “ So you, too, love this lucky spot.” 

The horse answered me by suddenly stopping, as if to 
say, “ Here we are." 

And indeed through the snow I could dimly perceive a 
luminous point, which I guessed "vras the lit-up window of 
the summer-house in which Antonia was awaiting me. I 
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dismounted, advanced to the edge of tlic road, and ran 
again.st the railings. My heart tlirobhed with joy, but the 
next moment a very natural fear as-sailed me. 

“ Suppose the gate is fastened. Suppose Antonia has re¬ 
pented of her invitation ? ” I asked myself with the causeless 
dread that assails any one keeping a first appointment of this 
kind. 

I fastened my horse to one of the uprights of the railings 
and pushed in the dark till something seemed to give way. 
It was the gate opening. IIow’ fortunate, I thought, full of 
gratification at .tlie foresigh^f thetiobject of my adoration 
and at the facility afforded by the gate, which I interpreted 
as a favourable omen. At the same moment a white figure 
became apparent in the darkness, and a low voice, tremulous 
with emotion and surprise, but full at the same time of 
infinite sweetness, murmured “Juan, is it you ?” 

“ It is I, my life ! ” I exclaimed, extending my arms. I 
felt two soft warm shoulders and heard a cry of pleasure, and 
a burning face, wet with tears, was pressed to mine, and the 
same soft voice, even more caressing now than at the outset, 
and less veiled, by anxiety, said between two affectionate 
kisses: 

“ Oh ! Juan, I thought you were never coming homo.” 

It was my wife. Yes, my wife. I was at my ow'n homo, 
in the garden of my own chalet, similar to that of Antonia 
and to all the other chalets. When I had fallen from my 
horse- 

“I understand, I understand,” interrupted the Duke. 
“ The animal turned round, as horses always do in such 
cases, in an opposite direction k> that which he had been 
following.” 

Exactly; and I from Jtho shock of the fall and the move 
ments I made in search of my hat quite lost count of it. 
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“ And the horse preferred returning hoipeward to following 
up such an adventure,” continued the Duke. 

Whilst I being at the time a somewhat more unreasoning 
animal never thought that we might be going back. 

“ Well; and then ? ” 

“Finish the story. What happened next 1 ” 

Nothing. I have told you that I was at home with my 
wife clasjied in my arms. 

“ J3ut what did you do % What did you say ? ” 

I led her to the summer^ionso in the garden, for that 
garden had also il.s sui1hner-h5Sse, in wdiich ‘the poor thing 
had been watching for me, owing to its ln'ing nearer to the 
road than the chitlet, and I never .saw Antonia again, nor 
thought of any other woman than her who had embraced me 
with tears of joy at the very moment when I thought I was 
clas])ing her rival in my arms. 

“Poor Antonia,” said the, Duke; “what a iright she must 
have passed.” 

For the rest, concluded the Marquis, throwing away the 
end of his cigar, do mo the favour to consider the respect 
with which I afterwards regarded the horse that had brought 
me back into the pajHis of virtue. If 1 had been an 
Emperor like Caligula I would have made him, I will not 
say a consul, but a professor of morals. Being only a 
Marquis, I sold him almost immediately, feeling ashamed 
that an unreasoning brute should be more wmrthy than I of 
the blessings showered on n?e by my confiding spouse. 
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T. 

On a certaiu daj^iu August, IK the j%ar 1816, a ragged and 
odd-looking gipsy, of seventy, mounted upon a lean and law- 
lioned donkey, rode up to the door of the official re^idepcc of 
the Captain-General of Granada, and, dismounting, said, with 
the utmost coolness, that he wislicd to see that illustrious 
personage. 

It is hardly neccssaiy to remark that this desire succes¬ 
sively aroused resistance on the part of the sentinel on duty, 
laughter amongst the orderlies, and doubt and hesitation 
amongst the aides-de-camp, before it came to the knowledge 
of his Excellency Senor Don Eugenio Porto-carrero, Count 
del Montijo, and at that epoch Captaip,-General of the ancient 
Kingdom of Granada. But as the said Captain-General was 
a very good-tempered individual, and had already taken some 
notice of the gipsy, whose name was Heredia, and who had 
acquired a certain notoriety by his jocular ways, his smart 
sayings, and his clever tricks, ho gave orders for the visitor 
to be admitted. 

The latter entered the study of his Excellency, taking one 
step backward for every two ho fnade forward, as was his 
custom when mattem looked ticklish, and, falling upon Eis 
knees, ho exclaimed; “^lessed bo the Holy Virgil’, and 
Messed be your M'orship, the master of us all.” 
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“ Get up; drop your flattery, and tell.me what you want,” 
answered the Count, dryly. 

Heredia also became serious, and said, with some pertness, 
“ Well, senor, I have come for the thousand reales.” 

“ What thousand reales 1 ” 

“ Those which you offered some time back by proclamation 
to whoever would bring you the description of Parron.” 

“ What! Have you his description, then V’ 

“Yes. I have sought him out, I have seen him, and can 
describe him, and I ask for the reward.” 

“Are you sure th^ you ITave seen him?” exclaimed the 
Captain-General, whose interest in the matter began to over¬ 
come his doubts. 

The gipsy burst out laughing, and replied: “ Your worship 
thinks that, like so many more, I am trying to deceive you. 
But may God never forgive me if I am lying. I saw Parron 
yesterday.” 

“ But do you understand tlie importance of what y(.m are 
saying 1 Do you know that for three years we have been 
hunting for this monster, this bloody-minded bandit, whom 
no one knows, and no one has ever been able to catch sight of 
and escape his clutches? Do you know that he robs way¬ 
farers daily at various points in the mountains, and then 
kills them, because, as he says, the dead can tell no tales, and 
that this is the only way of keeping out of the bands of 
justice ? Do you know, in short, that to meet Parron is to 
find yourself face to face with death?” 

'Eie gipsy burst out laughing again, and said : “And does 
not your worship know that w'hat a gipsy cannot do no one on 
earth can. Can anyone tell when our laughter or our tears 
are real ? Do you know any fox so full of tricks as we are ? 
I roped that I have not only seer Parron, but have spoken 
to him”’ 
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“ Where f’ 

“ On the Tozar road.” 

“ Prove it to mo.” 

“ Listen, your worship. Yesterday week I and my donkey 
fell into the hand.s of some thieves. They hound me very 
tightly, and led me by some infernally rugged dellles to a 
little plateau where they liad tlieir eainj). A cruel suspicion 
haunted me. ‘ Are they Parron’s men ?’ I kept asking myself 
every minute. If so, there is my getting tmt of it; they will 
kill me, foi' that devil has made-up his ^lind that any eye that 
lights on his face .shall see very few things inoi'c?. J was 
occupied with these reflections wlnm a richly dre.ssed man 
stepi>ed up to me, and, touching mo on the shoidder and 
smiling pleasantly, said to me — 

“ ‘ Gossip, I am Parron.’ 

“ To hear this and to fall flat were one and the same tiling 
to me. The bandit Tiui-st out laughing. I got up on my 
kn(!(!s, and exclaimed, in every tone of voice 1 eouhl think of 
in turn— 

“ ‘ Blessed he your soul, King of Mankind 1 llow was it 
that I did not reedgnize you by the princely bearing God has 
endowed you with 1 What would nofa mother do to liear 
such children ! Let me humbly embrace you, my son. May 
I die in an evil hour if you have not been lucky in coming 
across a gipsy to tell your fortune and kiss your royal hand. 
I am one of your own sort. Shall I teach you how to swop 
dead donkeys for live mies? Do*you want to sell your^old 
horses as coital "NYoidd you like me to teach a mule 
French 1”’ 

The Count del Moutijo could not help laughing. Then lie 
asked: “W^hat did Parron ,say to all this ? AVhat did he do?” 

“ The same as your worSliip—laugh.” 

“ And yourself?” 



120 


A FORTUl^E TOLD. 


“I, Sefior? I laughed too, but the tears were runuing 
down my cheeks as big as oranges.” 

“Go on.” 

“Well, he then lield out his hand to me and said: 
‘ Gossip, you are tl>e only clever fellow that ever fell into niy 
power. All the others have the abominable habit of sad¬ 
dening me by woeping, complaining, and Indulging in other 
tomfooleries that get my temper up. You alone have made 
me laugh, and if it were nqt for those tears-’ 

“ ‘ But, Senor, thejj/ are te;fp’S of joy.’ 

“ ‘ I will believe it. Devil knows it is the finst lime I have 
laughed for seven or eight yeans. It is true that neither 
have I wept. But let vxs make haste. Here, boys.’ 

“ As Pan’on spoke I was surrounded by a number of 
levelled guns in the twinkling of an eye. 'Jesus shield 
mo ! ’ 1 began to cry. 

“ ‘ Stop,’ said Parron. ‘ Not just yet. I only called you 
to know what you took from this man 1 ’ 

“ ‘ A donkey.’ 

“ ‘ And in money 1 ’ 

“ ‘ Three duros and seven roalcs,’ 

“‘All right. Lodve us.’ All drew back. ‘ Now tell iiie 
my fortune,’ said the robber, holding out his hand to me. 

“ I took it, nuiditated a moment, recognised that the only 
thing to do was to speak according to the facts, and said, 
with the truth of my soul, ‘ Parron, sooner or later, whether 
you take my life or spare it, you will die on the scaffold.’ 

“ ‘ I know that,’ answered the bandit, quietly. ‘But tell 
me when.’ 

“ I began to hesitate. This man, I thought, will spare 
my life; to-morrow I shall be in Granada and will describe 
him; the next day he will be c.vught. Then the trifil will 
begin. 
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‘ You wish to know when/ I answered, aloud. ‘ Well, 
it will be during next month.’ 

“ Parron shuddered, and so did I, knowing that my pride 
in my skill as a fortune-teller miglit, so to say, have cut my 
own throat. 

‘‘‘Ilarkoe, gij'sy/ answered Parron, .slowly. ‘You will 
remain in my power. If during next month 1 am not 
e.xecuted, I will hang yon as surely as they hangod my father. 
P>ut if I die within the time, you shall bo free.’ 

“ ‘ i\Iany tlwnk.s,’ I said to^myself. ^ ‘ lie will forgivo me 
after death." And I began to re[)ent having given him such 
a short limit of time. 

“ Matters being so arranged, I was taken to a cave where I 
was shut up and Parron mounted his marc and rode off.” 

“Ah! I understand,” exclaimed the Count del Montijo ; 
“ I’arnm is dead, you have been set free, and this is how you 
are able to give his description.” 


II. 

“ Quite the contrary, Sefior; Parron lives, and now comes 
the blackest part of my tale. A week went by without the 
captain coming to see me. ’ Prom what I heard he had not 
reappeared at that spot since the evening on which I told 
him his fortune, a circumstance that was not at all uncommon, 
as I was infomed by one of my g'uardians. 

“ ‘ You must know,’ he said to me, ‘that the captain visits 
hell from time to time, and does not come back till it ‘suit.s 
him. The. fact i.s, that we do not know what he does during 
his lengthy absences,’ 

“Meanwhile, by dint^of entreaties, and as a return for 
having told the fortunes of all the band, prophesying to them 
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that thoy would not he ox(!Ciited, hut would enjoy a calm old 
age, I had won them over to take me out of the cave of an 
evening and fasten me to a tree, for in my prison I was 
almost stifled hy the heat. But there were always a couple 
of sentinels beside me. 

“ One evening, about six o’clock, the members of the 
band who bad gone on scouting duty that day, in accordance 
with the order’s of Parron’s lieirlenant, returned to the camp, 
bringing rvith them a poor harvester of about forty or fifty, 
■whose lamentations pierced one’s very heart. 

“ ‘ (live mo back lAy twenty duros ! ’ ho • cried. ‘ Ah ! if 
yon only knew with what toil 1 earned them. Reaping the 
whole summer under the blazing .sun. A whole summer 
away from my homo, my wife, and my children. That is 
how 1 scraped together, by a thousand toils and privations, 
this sum to keep us alive during the winter. And now, when 
I am almost home, eager to embrace them, and to pay the 
debts they must havo incurred in order to get food during 
my absence, must I lose this money which is to me a veri¬ 
table treasure? Pity, tSefioros. Give me back my twenty 
duros. Give me them back, for the sako of the ble.ssed 
Virgin.’ * 

“ A laugh was the only reply to the jtoor father’s a})pofds. 
I leant trembling with horror against thi‘, tre.e to which I 
was Itound for we gipsies havo families, too. 

J)o not bo a fool,’ saul one, of the bandits, at last, to 
the harvtistcr. ‘ You arc w,roiig to think so much about your 
monf-y when there are matters of more moment for you to 
occupy yourself with.’ 

“ ‘ What do yem mean'? ’ said the harvester, not under¬ 
standing that there could bo any worse misliap than for his 
children to be robbed of their bread,, 

“ ‘You are in the power of Parron.’ ' 
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“ ‘ PaiTon. I do uot know him. I hav« never heard of 
him. I come from a long way off. I live at Alicante, and I 
have been harvesting at Seville.’ 

“ ‘ Then, my friend, Parron means death. All who fall 
into our power must die. So make your will in two minutes, 
arid recommend your soul to God in two more. Got ready. 
You have four minutes.’ 

“ ‘ I will make use of tlnmi. Listen to me.’ 

“ ‘ AVell.’ 

“ ‘ I have .six children and an unhappy—widow—1 will 
say, as I am ahoyt to die. 1 ss’ead in ^our eyes that you are 
worse, than rvikl boasts. Yc.i, wor.se ; for wild beasts do not 
]ircy upon their own kind. Ah ! forgive me, 1 do not know 
what I am saying. Gentlemen, is any one of you a father ? 
Ls there not a father amongst you 1 Do you know rvhat it is 
for six children to pass a winter without bread? Do you 
know what it is for a, mother to see her little ones dying 
before her ( 70 s of cold and hunger? Heiiore.s, T do not plead 
for my life, but for their sake. What i.s life to me? A 
scrie.s of toils and privations. Butl must live for my children. 
Oh ! my c.hildren,^my children.’ And the poor father threw 
himself uj(on the ground, lifting towards the robbers a face 
of agojiy. lie looked like one of the saints whom King 
Kero threw to the tigei-s. ~ 

“ The bandits felt something stir within their breasts j 
then they looked at one another, and, recognizing that they 
MU'i'e all thinking of the same thing, one of them ventured to 
say-” 

“ What did he say? ” a.sked the Ca])taiu-Gcne,ral, dejjply 
moved by this story. 

“ He said, ‘ Gentlemen, what we are going to do will never 
be known by Parron." 

»“ ‘ Never, never,’ muttered the rest. 
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“ ‘ Be off, my poor fellow,’ said one, ■who was almost in 
tears. I, too, made signs to the harvester to get away at 
once. The poor wretch got up slowly. 

“ ‘ Quick, bo off,’ they all said, turning their backs on him. 
Tlie harvester held out his hand mechanically. ‘ Is not your 
life enough!’ cried one. ‘Go, go; do not .stretch our 
patience.’ The poor father walked away weeping, and at 
length disappeared. • 

“ Half an hour elapsed, spent by the robbers in swearing 
to one another not to say 'anything to their captain about 
having spared a man’f^ life, wlfen suddenly »Parron :nadu his 
appearance with the harvester behind him on the crupper of 
his saddle. The robbers drew back, terrified. 

“Parron alighted rapidly, unslung liis double-barrelled 
gun, and, levelling it at his comrade.s, said: ‘ Fools, wretches, 
I do not know why I do not kill you all. Quick. Give 
this man the twenty duros you robl)ed him of.’ 

“ The tliieves produced the twenty duros and gave them 
to the harvester, who throw himself at the feet of the 
individual who tlius dominated even the bandits and who 
was so good-hearted. Parron said to hivi, ‘ Go in peace; 
without your information I should never have found them. 
You see that you mistrusted me without cause, I have kept 
my promise. You have your twenty duros. So go.’ 

“The harvester embraced him several times and Avent 
away full of joy. But he had not taken fifty paces before 
his benefactor again called to him. The poor man hastened 
to turn ba(ik. 

"ViTrat are your commands'?’ lie asked, wishing to bo of 
service to him Avho had restored happiness to his family. 

“ ‘ Do you kuoAV ParTOn! ’ said that personage. 

“ ‘ I do not.’ 

‘ ‘ You are mistaken,’ replied the robber; ‘I am Parron.' 
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“ Tlie harvester stood aghast. Parron raised his gun and 
fired both barrels at him and the man fell to the ground. ‘Be 
accursed,’ were the oiilj words the bandit captain uttered. 

“ In the midst of the tenor that almost blinded me I felt 
the tree to which I tvas fastened quiver slightly and my 
bonds slacken. One of the bullets, after wounding the 
harvester, had struek the rope binding me to the tree and had 
severed it. I concealed the *fact that I wa.s free and awaited 
a chance of escaping. 

“ Meanwhile, Parron said to his men, pointing to tlie 
harvester, ‘Hofv you can plunder him. You are fools, 
rascals. The idea of letting this man loo.se to howl as ho 
did all along the highways. If, instead of myself who met 
him and a.sked what was the matter, it had been the 
iMiguelites, ho would have described you and our camp as 
lie did to me, and we should be all in prison by this time. 
You see the cfiects of robbing without killing. That ivill 
do for the present ; so bury the body, lest it should stink 
us out.’ 

“ Whilst the robbers w'ere digging the grave, Parron .sat 
dowmto eat with his back towards me. I worked by degree.s 
away from the tree and plunged into»the nearest ravine. It 
was night by this time. Covered by the darkno&.s, I styjg 
away as quickly as possible, and by the. light of the stars 
caught sight of my donkey, which was quietly feeding, tied to 
a tree. I mounted it and did not stop till I reached here. 
So, Seilor, give mo the thousand* rcales and I will give you 
the description of Parron who still has my three ^uros 
and a half.” 

The gipsy gave a description of the robber, received, the 
offered reward, and left the Captain-General’s residence. 

It remains to be seeivwhether' or not Heredia had really 
‘predicted Parron’s fate when he told his fortune. 



III. 


A fortnight after the scene just described and at nine 
o’clock in the, morning a number of idlers were gatliered in 
the Calle de San Juan de Dios and the Calle ,San Felipe to 
view the muster of two companies of Miguelites who wei'c 
to start at half-past nine in search of Parron, whose lurking 
place, together with his description and that of his hand <j1' 
evil-doers, had been verified by the Count del Montijo. 

The interest and excitement of the on-lookers were intense 
when the Miguelites {^avely tdbk leave of Mieir families and 
friends before marching on so important an enterprise, such 
dread had Parron managed to inai)ire throughout the ancient 
Kingdom of Oranada. 

“It is time to fall in,” said a Mig\iclite to one of his 
comrades, “ and i do not see Corporal Lopez.” 

“ That is strange, for he is always the iirst when it is a 
question of going in search of Parron, whom he hat(,‘s witli 
all his five senses.” 

“.Do you not know, then, what has hapjiened ?” s.-iid a 
third, joining in the conversation. 

“ Hallo ! Here’s oim new comrade. How, do you lik(' our 
corps 1” . 

“ Very well, indeed,” replied the new-comer, a pale indivi 
dual with a distinguished hearing with which his common 
soldier’s uniform scarcely harmonized. 

“ You Averc saying- Vi remarked the first speaker. 

“ Ah! yes, that Corporal Lopez is dead,” observed th(( other', 

“ hnpossihle! Manuel. 1 saw Lopez this momiirg as 1 sea 
you now.” 

Mannel, for such was the pale Miguelite’s name, answered, 
coldly : “ Half an hour ago he was killed by Parron,” 

“ By Parron! Whqre 1” 
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,,IIori', ill Granada. His liody was found in the Cuesta 
del Perro.” All remiuned silent, and Manuel began to whistle 
the air of a patriotic song. 

“ That makes eleven Miguolitos in six days,” said a 
sergeant. “Parroii must be bent upon exterminating us. 
But how can he bo in Granada ? Are we not going to seek 
him in the Sierra de Lojo 1”. 

Manuel left olf whistling, and said, with his wonted indif¬ 
ference : “ An old woman who ^titnessed the (;riiue mentioned 
that after he had killed Lo^ez, lie Si^d if wo went to .seek 
him wo should have the pleasure of meeting him.” 

“ Comrade, you are a wonderfully cool hand to speak of 
Parron so contemptuously.” 

“Is Parron more than mortal?” asked Manuel, haughtily. 

“Pall in,” oxelaimed several voico.s at thi.s juneture. The 
two companies fell in, and the roll-call began. 

At that moment tlm gipsy Heredia happeiied to pas.s by 
and halted, like everyone el.se, to look at the soldiers. It 
was noticed that Manuel, the new Miguelite, shuddiu’od a 
litthi, and drew J^)aek a.s though to hide behind his e.ompa- 
nions. At the same time Heredia lixyd his eyes on him, and, 
with a yell and a bound as if a viper had bitten him, began 
to run in the direction of the Cidlo de San Jeronimo. 
Manuel raised hi.s carhino and took aim at tlie gip.sy, hut 
another Miguelite struck up the weapon in time, and the, shot 
went olf in the air. 

“ He is mad.” “ Manuel ha.s gone mad.” “ One of the 
Miguelites ha.s gone out of his mind,” exclaimed the^nany 
spectatoi's of the scene. And oflic*ers, sergeants, and peasants 
at once surrounded the man whostrove to fight his way througli, 
ami who, aft.er being restrained hy main force, Avns over- 
»\vhelmed with questions, recriininatioiis, and sarcastic remarks, 
which, however, could draw no kind of reply from him. 

K 
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Meanwhile, Heredia liad been stopped by some passers-by, 
who, seeing him running away after a shot had been fired, 
imagined him to be an escaped criminal. 

“Take me to the Captain-General,” sjiid the gipsy. “I 
must speak to the Count del Montijo.” 

“The Count del Montijo, indeed! ” replied his captors. 
“ IIei(! arc the Miguolites, and they will settle what is to bo 
done with you.” 

“ Very well,” answered Heredia. “ But take care that 
I’arron does not kill mT.” 

“ Parron! What arc yoir talking alwuit 1 ” 

“ Como on, and you will see.” 

So saying, the gipsy let himself bo led before the loader of 
the Miguelites ; and, then, pointing to Manuel, said, “ Afajor, 
that is Parron, and I am the gipsy w'ho gave his description 
to the Count del Montijo a fortnight ago.” 

“ Parron ! This prisoner Parron ! A Miguelitc Parron ! ” 
cried .several of those around. 

“ There can bo no doubt of it,” .said the Major, after 
rciading the description furnished to him by the Captain- 
Gcuieral. “ Wo must have been blind. But who would 
have dreamt of looking for the bandit chief amongst the 
lillguelites sent out to capture him 1 ” 

“ So it’s all over with me! ” exclaimed Parron, gazing 
.at the gipsy with the look of a wounded lion. “ That 
is the only man whose life I ever spared. I deserve what 
has befallen mo.” 

The ensuing Veek Parron was executed, and thus the 
gipsy’s prophecy was literally fulfilled. 


THE END. 








